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SICKNESS. 


A POEM: 


In THREE BooKs. 


By WILLI ANI Tromrson, 1 
of Queen' S 3 Oxon. 


BOOK I. 


Diſeaſes dire, of which a monſtrous Crew © 
Before Thee ſhall — MiLTroN. 


LONDON 
Printed for R. DopsLEy at Tully's- head in Pall-mall ; 
and fold by M. Cooper in Pater-noſter-Row. 
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ne dom he Sdall-poxuthe laſt 3 gave 
& A, occaſion to tlie following pom. I only at firſt 
(in gratitude to the great phyſician of ſouls and bodies) 
deſigned to have publiſhed the Hymn to the Trinity 
upon a recovery from ſickneſs; which concludes the 
third book. But the ſubject being very extenſive, 
and capable of admitting ſerious reflections on 
the frail ſtate of humanity; I. expatiated upon it 
as far as it "I within the bounds of my following 
deſign . t cannot he ſu Pos d that 1 ſhould treat 
upon ca in a medicinal, but. only in a deſcrip- 
tive, a moral, and rel Nou: manner the ver ſification 
is varied accordingly : the deſcriptive parts being more 


poetical; the moral, more plain 5 and the religious, 
for the moſt part, drawn from the holy ſcriptures. 1 


wy ry taken ſuch notice of the progreſs of the Small- 
95 


Pox, 
+ See the ARGUMENTS page vii. 


n 
'Pox, as may give the reader ſome ſmall idea of it, 


* — — w—_— 96 2 —_ - 6—w —  - 


without offending his imagination. The notes ſub- 
join'd to the poem were not intended for the learned 
reader, but added, at the requeſt of the publiſher, to 
aſſiſt thoſe: ho may not be fo well acquainted with 

the claſlical and other alluſions. I don't remember to 
have ſeen, any poem on the ſame ſubject to lead me 
on the way, and therefore it is to be hoped, the good- 
natur d reader mill . readily excuſe its blemiſhes, 
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6 
ARGUMENT of the Firſt Book.” 


SUB FECT propos d. De folly of employing poetry on wan- 

' ton, or trifling ſubjects. Invocation of Urania. Reflections 
on the inſtability of life itſelf. Frailneſi of youth, beauty, and 
health. The fuddenneſs and firſt attacks of a diſtemper, in par- 

_ ticular of the ſmall pox. Moral and religious obſervations re- 

' fulting from fickneſs. The palace of Diſeaſe, an epiſode. | 


ARGUMENT of the Second Book. 


ES FLECTIONS. Paneg yrick on Mr. Pope, on his writ- 
ings and death. The progreſs of the diſeaſe. Blindneſs. 
Delirious dreams. Epiſode of Coreſus and Callirhoe. Remedies 
for the mind propar'd + 1. Patience: 2. Hope : 3. Prayer. 
Human aid and relief in fickneſs. 1. Phyfick : Eulogium on 
that ſcience. 2. Friends : Nigreſſon on friendſbip. The di- 
Hemper at the worſt. al bopes of... human aſſiſlance given 
over, and fixed pon Gu ane, - Phoſpettfiof futurity in its 
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'thonee.." Mufrldrus and Jena, an i 
1 e e g Effet?* it gdf to have. in 
3 reimen, pectallyx d thr ſpring.” Compariſon betwixt fick- 

d, and bealth, in regard both 16 the bidy-and mind: Con- 
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B O OK I. 


14 F days with pain acquainted, and of nights 
O Unconſcious of the healing balms of ſleep, 
That burn in reſtleſs agonies away ; 
Of SICKNE8s, and its family of woes, 
5 The felleſt enemies of life, I ng, 2M 
Horizon'd:cloſe in darkneſs. While I touch 
| The ebon-inftrument;]-ofſolenin tone. | 
Pluckt from the Cypreſs' melancholy boughs, 
Ds deepning, ſhade the * of ne 
gras 
10 Al ly rig eee ** 
N 1 


2 SIGKNE SS. Book l. 
"I Reſponſt g wound the ear. 1 pow x8 
Of muſical inchantment wave their wings, — 


And ſeek. the fragrant groves and purple fields, 
Where pleaſure rolls her honey-trickling ſtreams, 


| 15 Of blooming health and Jayghter-dimpled joy 


—— — „%%% EEE RAGS Sa 4 moe K ——[— > was w——— ww 


Fragrant — invite. Too long the Muſe, 
Ah, much too long, a libertine, diffus d 
m. 1 Laden of out eee 


5 Ye myrtle walks, ye lilly-mantled meads 
of Paphos, and Uhr fone of Acidale, 


| 


5 7 191 © 


Where, 


Book I. SICK NE S8. _— 


Where, oft, in ſummer, Grecian fables tell, 
The daughters of Eurynome and Jove, 
Thalia and her ſiſter-graces. cool! 1 
30 Their glowing features, at the noontide hour, 
Farewel !- - But come, Urania, from thy bow'rs 
. Of, everlaſting day; O condeſcend {}/ | 
To lead thy votary (with rapt'rous zeal | 
Adoring nature's God, the great THRRRE- ONE 
35 To Salem; where the Shepherd- Monarch wak d 
The ſacred breath of melody, and ſwell'd E 
. His harp, to angels kindred notes attun'd, 
With muſie worthy heav'n! O bath my breaſt, 
With praiſes burning, in the morning: dens, 15 
40 Which ſparkle, Sion, on thy holy hill. „ 


The . eagle-ey d, celeſtial maid, 
Those Poets of the ſky! were taught to chen nt 
* | The 


fy 


„ SFCKNESS. BOOx I. 


The glories of McMliati's reign by the: 
Kindled by thee, the Eaſtern- pages flame 
45 With light ning; and with thunder ſhake the ſoul; 
While from the whirlwind, God's all- glorious voice 
Burſts on the tingling ears of Job: the writ 
of Moſes; 'meek in ſpirit, but bis thoughts 
Lofty as heav'n's blue arch. My humble 1 
* Alpire but to che alpha” of his ſong; 
"Where, rolrd in aſhes ; digging for a grave, | 
More carntft” than the covetous for geld : 
Or hidden treaſures; cruſted'&'er with boils 3 
© "And'roaring i in the bitterneſs of foul, 
55 And Bear- ck pain, tte watt of Uz elke. 
Themes correſpondent to thy ſervant's theme.” 


ow ing” ts You, ye e bas of wen] of daft, 


* r rather: What is man, who proudly lifes 
AT His 


Book I. SICKNESS. 5 


\ His brow audacious, as confronting heav'n, 
60 And tramples, with diſdain, his mother- earth, 
But moulded clay? an animated heap 
Of duſt, that ſhortly thall to duſt return? 


! 


We dream of ſhadows, when we talk of life, 
Of Pelops* ſhoulder, of Pythagoras' thigh, 
65 Of Surius's faints, and Ovid's gods; 
Meer tales to cheat our children with to reſt; 
And, when the tale is told, they fink to ſleep, 
Death's image] ſo inane is mortal man! 
Man's but a vapour, toſs'd by every wind, 
70 The child of ſmoalc, which in a moment flies, 
And, ſinlting into nothing, diſappears. 
Man's a briſk bubble, floating on the waves 
Of wide eternity: He dances now = 
Gay· gilded by the ſun (tho? empty, proud; 
b 75 Phan» 


- 
2 
dg 


6 SI CGEN E 8 8. Book I. 


75 Phantaſtically fine! and now he drops 
In a broad ſheet of waters deep involv'd, 
And gives his place to others. O, ye ſons 
Of vanity, remember, and be wiſe! 
Man is a flow'r, which, in the morning, fair 
80 As day-ſpring, ſwelling from its flender ſtem, 
In virgin- modeſty, and ſweet reſerve, 
Lays out its bluſhing beauties to the day, 
As Gideon's fleece, full with the dews of heav'n. 
hut if ſome ruder gale, or nipping wind, 
85 Difaſtrous, blow too hard, it ſoon puts on 
The robes of darkneſs; it reclines its head 
In languid ſoftneſs; withers every grace, 
And, ere the ev ning · ſtar the Weſt be, 
kx fallsinto;the pomon of thoſe. weeds 
go Which, with a careleſs hand, we caſt away 
Ye thoughtleſs fair ones, moralize my ſong ! 
bags | Thy 


hs, 


Book l. SICKNESS. 7 


Thy pulſe beats muſic; thou art high in health; 
The rather tremble. When the leaſt we fear, 
When folly lulls us on her couch of down, 

95 And wine and lutes and odours fill the ſenſe 
With their ſoft affluence of bewitching joys ; 
When fortune ſmiles, exulting, looking on, 
And years of rapture in thy fancy glow 
To entertain thy youth; a ſudden burſt 

100 Of thunder from the ſmalleſt cloud of fate, 
Small as the Prophet's hand, deſtroys, confounds, 
And lays thy viſionary hopes in duſt. 

By my example taught, examples teach 
Much more than precepts, learn to know thy end. i 
ros The day was Valentine's: when lovers wounds 

Afreſn begin to bleed, and ſi ighs to warm 

The chilly rigour of n ſkies : 


Sacred 


«8 © SI'CKNE'SS. Box I. 


Sacred the day to innocence and mirth, 
The feſtival of youth! in ſeeming health 
110 (As cuſtom bids) I hail'd the year's fair morn, 
And with its earlieſt purple braid my brows, 
The violet, or primroſe, breathing ſweets 
New to the ſenſe.  Jdanthe by my fide, 
More lovely than che ſeaſon ! rais d her voice, 
115 Qbſeryant of his rites, in feſtal lays, 
e addreſt the * of the ſprin 8 


* * 
* 
2 


„Hal, 7 Palentine ! at ety Cath "wa 
| + Profuſe of gems, the boſom of the earth 
Her fragrant ſtores unfolds : the fields rejoice, 

120 © And, 1 in the infancy of plenty, ſmile : 
ehe vallie laugh and ſing: the woods, alive, 
Ki. « Sprout into floating verdure, to embow r 


” nme who record thy praiſe. 
FR 5 -2 ; 66 « Hail, 


Boox IJ. SICKNESS 9 
Hail, Valentine /! at thy approach benign, 
125 6 Inhaling genial raptures from the ſun, 
« The plumy nations ſwell the ſong of joy, 
« Thy ſoaring choiriſters ! The lark, the thruſh, 
And all th' aerial people, from the wren 
c And linnet to the eagle, feel the ſtings 
I 30 c Of amorous delight, and ſing thy praiſe. 


« Hail, Valentine] at thy approach benign, 
he Quick o'er the ſoft” ning ſoul the gentle gales 
* Of ſpring, awaking bliſs, inſtinctive, move 
The ardent youth to breath the ſighs of faith 
135 © Into the virgin” s heart; who, ſick of love, 
« With equal fires, and purity of truth 
40 n while ſhe n "ey * 


"2 


1% of ag ; 2no8D DD 3:17 5 = 
80 Waden to my heart 1 REP | 
C Her 


10 $1CKNESS Boon I. 


_ Her ſpotleſs ſweetneſs: when, (with wonder, hear!) 
140 Tho' ſhe ſhone ſmiling by, the torpid pow'rs | 
Of heavineſs weigh's down my beamleſs eyes, 
And preſs d them into night. The dews of death 
Fung, clammy, on my forehead, like the damps. 
Of midnight ſepulchres; which, filent,  op'd 
145 By weeping widows, or by friendſhip's hand, 
Yawn, hideous on the moon, and blaft the ſtars 
Wich peſtilential reck. My head is torn 
With pangs inſufferable, pulſive tarts, | 
And pungent aches, griding thro the brain, 
1g To madneſs hurrying the tormented ſenſe, 
And hate of being—-Poor Ianthe weft 
In bitterneſs, and took me by the hand | 
Compaſſionately kind: “ Alas! the.cry'd, 
« What ko cage #his? (Again ſhe wept.) 
155 « Say, can Ianthe prove the ſource of pain 
\ «To 


4 
bg 
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Bonk J. SICKNESS. AT 
e To MuſidorusÞ'/-O- forbid: it, heav'n lo 
No, beauteous innocence! As ſoon the roſe 

Shall poiſon with its balm; as ſoon the dove 
Become a white diſſembler, and the ſtream 
160 With lulling murmurs, creeping thro” the grove, 
OD ſfend the ſhepherd's ſlumber---Scarce my tongue 
e faultering accents ſtammer'd ; down I fink, 
And a lethargick ſtupor ſteeps my ſenſe | 

In dull oblivion: till returning Pain, 15 
165 Too faithful monitor! and dire Diſeaſe 
Bid me remember; Pleaſure is/a dream, 
That Health has "Io" wings, nor tarties long, 


LIES 


1 
. 


Neu horrors riſe. F or; in my __— veins 
1 feel a forky flame: the rapid flood 


% Of throbbins* life eech ſive froth the laws 
51 Of: ſober" nature, aid hattbnious health, = 
| | C 2 batt ed Boils 
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12 SICKNESS. Book I. 


Bois in tumultuary eddies round 
Its burſting channels. Parching thirſt, anon, 
Drinks up the vital maze, as Simois dry, 

175 Or Zanthus, by the arm ignipotent, 
With a red torrent of involving flames. 
 Exhauſted; when Achilles with their floods 
Wag'd more than mortal war: the god of fire 
Wide oer the waters pour'd th' inundant blaze, 
180 The ſhrinking waters to the bottom boil | 

And hiſs in ruin. O] ye rivers! roll! 

Your cooling cryſtal oer my burning breaſt, 
For Etna rages here! Ve ſnows, deſcend ; 

Bind me in icy chains, ye northern * 

185 And __——— 
81 
Wenn 3 ** pun of an guilt 

Have drawn this vengeance down, hays rais'd 

ot this fiend 


— 


Box I. SICKNESS. 73 


To laſh me with his flames? But, O, forgive 
My raſhneſs, that dares blame thy juſt decrees. 
190 It is thy rod: I kiſs it with my heart, 
As well as lips: like Aaron's may it bloom 
With fruits of goodneſs : not, like Moſes? turn 
A ſerpent; or, to tempt me to accuſe ' 
The kind oppreſſion of thy righteous hand, 
195 Or, ſting me to deſpair.---- Affliction, hail! 
Thou ſchool: of Virtue ! glad, I enter in 
Thy gates of ebony. Yet, O, correct 
Thy ſervant not with judgment, not in wrath, 
But with thy mercy, Lord! thy ſtripes will heal. 
200, Thus without hereſy, Afflictions prove 
A purgatory ; ſave us as by fire: 0 
"719 And purifying off the droſs of fin, 7 
Like old!E/ijab's: chariot; rap the ſoul, 
599 On wings of meditation, to the ſkies. 


„ 


1 In 
1 |} i 


84 SICTCKNE SS. Bock I. 
208 In chealtni we have no time to viſit truth: 
- + Hedlth's the diſtaſe of morals : few in Health 
Turn Oer the volumes lüch will make us wiſe. 
Wat are ye, nom, ye tuneful triflers! once 
The enger ſolace of my eafy hours, 
210 Ve dtar deluders or of Greece or Rome, 
Anacreon, Horace, Virgil, Homer, what? 
The gay, the bright; the ſober, the ſublime? 
And ye of ſoſter ſtrain, ye amorous fools, 
Cotrectly uidolent; and ſueetly vain, 
a1 Tibulhs, Ovid and the ferriale-verſe 


Y 


Extinguild/2with her life), Her /hopeltfs fires, 
Or roſe Man; as lovertiutk fancy tedhn'd. 
Who wou d not; in tel howrs eE'wiflom, give 
220 A Vatican'of its fot onẽ fuint P x 255.1 
Dare Tully win the golden motith ef Greece, 
al With 


Book I. SICK NE SS. 15 


With Chryſoſtom in rhet' rick-thunder join, 
Advent'rous, now? as ſoon the feeble ſound, 


Salmoneus, of thy brazen bridge contends 
225 With Jove's æthereal peal, and burſting roar 
Fulminous, rending earth, oferturning air, 
And ſhaking heav'n. Or ſhall the pointed pen 
Of I Corduba, with hoſtile labour bend 
Its ſentences obſcure againſt the force | 
230 Of Hierom's noble fire? as ſoon the moon's 
| -| Dull-blunted horn dares pour her pallid beam 
_ [Againſt the boundleſs majeſty of day, 
The fan's refulgent throne 3 when, high, in noon 
Hie kindles up the earth to light and joy. 
235 My beſt inſtructor, Sickneſs, ſhuts the eye - - - 
From vanity ; the draws the eurtains round 
The couch, nor gives admittance; to the world: 
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S ICE NE, s.. Book I. 
But to Harpocrates conſigns the door, 
And, ſilent, whiſpers me, that “ life is vain.” | 


240 If life be vain, on what ſhall man depend? 
Depend on Virtue: Virtus is a rock” | | 
Which ſtands for ever; braves the frowning flood, 
And rears its awful brow, direct, to heaven. 
Tho”: virtue ſave not from the grave, ſthe gives 
245 Her votaries to the ſtars ; ſhe plucks the ſting | 
From dhe yrim-kipg of terrors ;- ſmovihs the bed 
Of anguiſh, and bids death, tho dreadful, ſmile. 
Death ſmiles on virtue: And his viſage, b/ack, 
. Net comely ſnemt. A chriſtian ſoorns the bbunds 
250 Where limited creation. ſaid-to time, Arcs 
. Hore due ai. Rapt'rous; he looks beyond 
Or time or ſpateʒ he trhumphs o'er decay; 
And fills Eienni r the next. to. Gop 
* 5 : ni 
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Bock I. $IGKNESS |: 17 


Death was not man's inheritance; but life, 


255 Immortal, hut a paradiſe of bliſs, 
Unfading beauty, and eternal ſpring, 
The gifts of God's right-hand ! till monſtrous Sin, 
The motly child of ſatan and of hell, 
Invited dire Diſeaſe into the world, 
260 And her diſtorted brood of ugly ſhapes, 
Abominable ! and fix'd their reſidence 
On earth, inviſible to human ſight, 
The portion and the ſcourge of mortal man. 
Yet tho' to human fight inviſible, 
265 If ſhe whom I implore, Urania, deign, 
With Euphraſy to purge away the miſts 
Which, humid, dim the mirror of the mind, 
(As Venus gave Eneas to behold 
The angry gods with flame 0 'erwhelming Troy, 


270 Neptune and Pallas,) not in vain, I'll fiog 
D The 


- 


- 


* , | 
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The myſtick terrors of this gloomy reign : 
And, led by her, with dangerous courage preſs 


Through dreary paths, and haunts, by mortal foot 
Rare viſited : unleſs by thee, I ween, 


275 Father of fancy, of deſcriptive verſe, 
And ſhadowy beings, gentle Edmund, hight 
Spenſer! the ſweeteſt of the tuneful throng, 
Or recent, or of eld. Creative bard, 


Thy ſprings unlock, expand thy fairy 25 
280 Thy une xhauſted ſtores of fancy ſpread, | 


And vith th thy _—__ inrich my ſong. 


Deep it in a deſert-vale, , a Palace ſtands 
Sublimely mournful : to the eye it ſeems 


* manſion of Deſpair, on or ancient Night 


Tx # 2 


10 ſhed their e . or filing, bleſs, | 
With 
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With hoſpitable foot, its bleak domain, 
Uncultivated. Nor the various robe 
Of fluſhing Spring, with purple gay, inveſts 
290 Its blighted plains ; nor Summer's radiant hand 
Profuſtve, ſcatters o'er its baleful fields 
The rich abundance of her olorious days: 


And golden Autumn here forgets to reign. 


| Here only hemlock, and whatever weeds 
295 Medea gather'd, or Canidia brew'd, 
Met with Avernus' waves, or Pontus yields, 

Or Colchos, or Theſſalia; taint the winds, 
And choak the ground unhallow'd. But the foil 
Refuſes to embrace the kindly ſeeds 

300 Of healing vegetation, ſage, and rue, 
Dittany, and Amello, blooming ſtill 
In Virgil's rural page. The bitter yew, 

off «| - ita The 


SICKNESS. Book T. 
Thechurch-yard'sſhade! and cypreſs'wither'darms 
In formidable ranks ſurround its courts 

305 With umbrage dun; adminiſtring a roof 

To birds of ominous portent ; the bat, 

The raven boding death, the ſcreaming ow! 
Of heavy wing, while ſerpents, ruſtling, hiſs, 
And' croaking toads the odious concert aid. 


310 The peeviſh eaſt, the rheumy ſouth, the north 
Pregnant with ſtorms, are all the winds that blow: 
While, diſtant far, the pure Eteſian-gales, 
And weſtern-breezes fan the ſpicy beds 
Of Araby the bleſt, or ſhake their balm 
315 Oer fair Britannia's plains, and wake her flow'rs: 

Eternal damps, and deadly humours, drawn 
In pois'nous exhalations from the deep, © 


3 into ſolid night, 
pe - — And 
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And darkneſs, almoſt to be felt, forbid 

320 The fun, with chearful beams, to purge the air, 
But roll their ſuffocating horrors round 
Inceſſant, baniſhing the blooming train 
Of health, and joy, for ever, from the Dome: 


In fad magnificence the palace rears 
325 Its mouldering columns; from thy quarries, Nile, 
Of ſable marble, and Egyptian mines 
Embowel'd. Nor Corinthian pillars, gay 
With foliap'd capitals and figur'd frize, 
Nor feminine Fonzque, nor, tho! grave, 
330 The fluted-Dorique, and the Tuſcan plain, 
In juſt proportions riſe: but Gothic, rude, 
IrreconciF'd in ruinous deſign : 
Save in the center, in relievo high, 
And ſwelling emblematically bold, 
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335 In gold the apple roſe, ( whoſe mortal taſte 
\ © Brought death into the world, and all our woe.” 
Malignantly delighted, dire Diſeaſe 
Surveys the glittering peſt, and grimly ſmiles 
With helliſh glee. © Beneath, totters her throne, 
340 Of jarring elements; earth, water, fire; 
Where hot, and cold; and moiſt, and dry maintain 
Unnatural war. Shapeleſs her frightful form, 
(A chaos of diſtemper'd limbs in one.) 
Huge as Megæra; cruel as the grave; 
345 Her eyes, two comets; and her breath, a ſtorm. 
High in her arms, if arms they be, ſhe wields 
Her ſcepter, half a ſkeleton ; and points 
To the dead walls, beſmear d with curſed tales 
Of Plagues red- ſpotted, of blue Peſtilence 
350 Walking in darkneſs; Havock at their heels; 
Lean Famine, gnawing in deſpight her am: 
© nw "264 What- 
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355 


360 


Whatever Egypt, Athens, or Meſſina, 


Conſtantinople, Troynovant, Marſeils, 
Or Cairo felt, or Spagnolet cou'd paint. 
A ſickly taper, glimmering feeble rays 
Acroſs the gloom, makes horror viſible, ' 
And puniſhes, while it informs, the eye. 
A thouſand and ten thouſand monſtrous ſhapes 
Compoſe the group; the execrable crew - 
Which Michael, in viſion ſtrange, diſclos'd 
To Adam, in the Lazar-houſe of woe ; 
A colony from hell. The knotted Gout ; 
The bloated Dropſy ; and the racking Stone 


365 Strangling Angina; Ephialtick ſtarts ; 


Unnervid Paralyſis ; with moiſt Catarrhs ; 
Pleuritis bending o'er its fide, in pa 
Vertigo; murderous Apoplexy, proud: 
With 


* 4» , * 


. 3 70 Clayton, the good, the courteous, the humane; 
* | Tenacious of his purpoſe, and his word 
Fim as the fabled throne of Grecian Jove. 
he guſt, O memory! again recall 
| - Thoſe looks illumin'd by his honeſt heart, 
375 That open freedom, and that chearful eaſe, 

| The bounteous emanations of his ſoul : 

His Britiſh honour 3 chriſtian charity; 

And mild benevolence for bhuman-kind. 


From every quarter, lamentations Joud, 
Doors, wreſted from the heart of Pain, 
And braindfick Agony. Around her throne 


Their 
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385 Their diſmal manſions keep; in order each, 
As moſt deſtructive. In the foremoſt rank, 
Of poliſh'd ſteel, with armour blood. diſtain d, 
Helmets and ſpears, and ſhields, and coats of mail 
With iron ſtiff, or tin, or braſs, or gold, 
390 Swells a triumphal arch; beneath grim War 
Shakes her red arm: for Var is a Diſeaſe, 
The felleſt of the fell! Why will mankind, 
Why will they, when ſo many plagues involve 
This habitable globe, (the curſe of ſin,) 
395 Invent new deſolations to cut off 
The Chriſtian race? at leaſt in Chriſtian climes 
Let Olives ſhade your mountains; and let Peace 
Stream her white banner o'er us bleſt from war, 
And lawrels'only deck your Poet's brows. | 
400 Or, if the fiery metal in your blood, 
And thirſt of human-life your boſom ſting, 
T E Too 


* 


los Where Davm ſung, the fon of Davm bled ; 
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And bid the battle rage againſt the breaſts 
Of Afian Infidels : redeem the towers 


And warm new Taſſo's with the Epic-flame. 


Right oppoſite to War a gorgeous throne 
With jewels flaming, and emboſs'd with gold 
And various ſculpture, ſtrike the wond'ring eye 
410 With jovial ſcenes (amid deſtruction gay,) 
Of inſtruments of mirth, the harp, the lute, 
Of coſtly viands, of delicious wines, 
And flow'ry wreaths to bind the careleſs brow 
Of youth, or age; as youth or age demand 
475 The pleaſing ruin from the enchantreſs, vile 
Intemperance : than Ciroe ſubtler far, 
Only ſubdu'd by wiſdom ; fairer far, 


Than 
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Than young Armida, whoſe bewitching charms 
Rinaldo fetter'd in her roſy chains: 
420 Till, by Ubaldo held, his diamond ſhield 
| Blaz'd on his mind the virtues of his race, 
And, quick, diſſolv'd her wanton miſts away. 
See, from her throne, ſlow-moving, ſhe extends 
A poiſon'd goblet! fly the beauteous bane : = 
| 425 The adder's tooth, the tiger's hungry fang 
Are harmleſs to her ſmiles ; her ſmiles are death. 
Beneath the foamy luſtre of the bowl 
Which ſparkles men to madneſs, lurks a ſnake 
Of mortal ſting: fly: if you taſte the wine, 
430 Machaon ſwears that Moly cannot cure. 


Tho” innocent and fair her looks, ſhe holds 

A lawleſs commerce. with her fiſter Peſts, 

And doubly whets their darts: away and live. 
A 75 Next 


as FYgFCKNDSS Book l. 
ors dia ebrag Kees Kell, 

435 A penſive hag, moping in darkneſs, ſits 

Dolefullys-ſad: her eyes (ſo deadly- dull) 

F | - Stare from their ſtonied ſockets, widely wild; 
For ever bent on ruſty knives, and ropes; 


eb — bowls of poiſon, daggers red 
4⁴⁰ With clotted gore. A raven by her ſide 


* Eternal eroaks; ber ouly mate Deſpair : 
Who, ſcowling i in a night of clouds, L 
. A thouſand: burning Hells, and damned fouls, 


And lakes of ſtormy fire, to mad the brain 
445 Moon ſtrucken- Melancholy i 18 her name; ; 
Britannia's'bitter bane. Thou gracious por, 
(Whoſe judgments and hoſe mercieswhocantell?) 
With bars of tel, with hills of adamant 
Cruuſn down the ſooty fiend nor let her blaſt 
450" The ſacred light of heav'n's all-cheering face, 
Nor fright, from Albion's iſle, the angel Hove, 
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Fever the fourth: aduſt as Afric wilds, 
_ Chain'd to a bed of burning braſs: her eyes 


Like roving meteors blaze, nor ever cloſe 


455 Their wakeful lids: ſhe turns, but turns in vain. 
Through nights of miſery. Attendant Thirſt 
Graſps hard an empty bowl, and ſhrivel'd'ſtrives 
To drench her parched throat. Not louder groans 
From Phalaris's bull, as fame reports, 
460 Tormented with diſtreſsful din the dir, 
And drew the tender tear from pity's eye- 
Cunſupiiun near; a joyleſs, meagre wight, 
260 Pang for breath, and ſhrinking into ſhade 
Fludles the graſp: thin às th embodied air 
4 5 Which, erſt, deceiv d Ixion's void embrace, 
Ambitious of a goddeſs!” ſcaree her legs 
Feebly ſhe drags, with wheezing labour, on, © 
| in And 


" . 
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And motion flow': a willow wand directs 
Fler — _w_ and marks her for e 


The u ſo ow to Fu view, 3 
* . neighbour hags. Happy herſelf is blind, 
Or madneſa wou d enſue; ſo bloated- black, 
Bo loathſome to each ſenſe, the ſight or ſmell, 
Bra Such foul corruption on this fide the grave. 
44 475 Yarials ycep'd;; ragged, and rough, 


Oy Her couch perplex'd with thorns.----what heavy 
4 _ Hang oe wy heart to feel the theme is mine? 
85 Zut providence commands; his will be done! 
5 480 And riots on my life. Have mercy, heav'n !--- 


Varidia, hat art thou ? hence proceeds 
This virulence, which all, but we, eſcape; 


* The Small Pox'is Ne to man, See Dr, Fuller's Exanthematobogia, 
ain hog 


oat as Thou 


* 
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Thou gauſeous enemy to human-Kind: 
In man, and man alone, thy myſtick ſeeds, 
485 Quiet, and in their ſecret windings hid, 
Lie unprolifick ; till infection rouze 
Her pois nous particles, of proper ſtze, 
Figure, and meaſure, to exert their pow'r 
Of impregnation ; atoms ſubtle, barb'd, 
490 Infrangible, indented ; by the laws 
Mechanick, or by Geometrick rules 
Vet undiſcover d: quick the ruin runs 
Deſtructiye of the ſolids, ſpirits, blood -. 
Of mortal man, and agitates the whole 
495 In general conflagration and miſrule. 
As when the flinty ſeeds of fire ah 
Some fit materials, ſtubble, furze, or ſtraw, | > 27 
The crackling blaze aſcends ; the rapid flood 
Of ruddy flames, impetuous o'er its prey, 
500 Rolls its broad courſe ; and half the field deyours. . 


* SICKNESS! Books: 
As adders deaf to beauty, wit, and youth, 
How many living lyres, by thee unſtrung, 
| 2 ended, ceaſe to charm 
h' admititig world? ſo ceas d the marchleſs name, 
o 5 hy Cowley honour'd, by Roſcommon Joy 'd, 
Otinda: blooming Killigrew'sfofr lay: 
And manly Oldham's pointed vigour, curs'd 
By the gor d ſons of Loyola and Nome. 
And he who Phedra fung, in buſkin'd-pomp, 
510 Mad with inceſtuous fires, ingenious Smith 1 
Oxsonide fon. And, O bur recent grief? "| 
Shall *BEAUCHAMP die, forgotten by the muſe, 
| Or are the muſes with their Hax ron dumb? 
| £ - Where are ye? weeping o'er thy learned 5 
515 EP ap ache 
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By Kennet's chalky wave, with treſſes torn, 
Or rude, and wildly floating to the winds, 


Mute, on the hoary willows hang the lyre, 
Neglected? or in rural Perey-lodge, 
520 Where innocence and he walk'd hand in hand, 
The cypreſs crop, or weave the laurel-bough 
To grace his honour'd grave? Ye lilies, riſe 
Immaculate; ye roſes, ſweet as morn ; 


Leſs ſweet and leſs immaculate than he; 


525 His op'ning flow'r of beauty ſoftly ſmifd, 
And, ſparkling in the liquid dews of youth, 
Adorn'd the bleſſed light! with bloſſoms fair, 
Vntainted; in the rank Italian ſoit EW 
From blemiſh pure. The virgins ſtole a ſigh; | - 
530 The matrons lifted up their wond'ring eyes, 
And bleſt the Engliſh-angel as he paſs d. 
F Re- 
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Rejoicing in his rays! why did we truſt 
A plant ſo lovely to their envious ſkies, 
Unmercifully bright with ſavage beams? 
535 His were the arts of Italy before, 
Courting, and courted by the claſſic Muſe. 
| He travePd not to learn, but to reform, 
And with his fair example mend mankind. 


Why need I name (for diſtant nations know, 
540 Heſperia knows; O would Heſperia fing ; 
A Maro, crit, and, kite, Marino rais d 
The blooming Beauchamps of the former times, 
Marcellus; and Adonis to the ſtars, 
On wings of ſoaring fire ! ſo wou'd ſhe fing |) 
545 His. uncorrupted heart ; his honour clear 
As ſummer- ſuns, effulging forth his ſoul 
In, every word and look: his reaſon's ray 
By 
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By folly, vanity, or vice unſtain'd, 
. Shining at once with purity and ſtrength, 
550 With Engliſh honeſty, and Attick fire 
His tenderneſs of ſpirit, high-inform'd 
With wide benevolence, and candid zeal 
For learning, liberty, religion, truth: 
The patriot-glories burning in his breaſt, 5 
55 5 His king's and country's undiwided friend! 
Each publick virtue, and each private grace; 
The SevMous dignity, the PxRCr- ſtame; 
All, all !--E're twenty autumns rolbd away 
Their golden plenty. Further ſtil}! behold 
560 His animated bleom; his fluſh of health ; 
The blood exulting with the balmy tide 
Of vernal life! ſo freſh. for pleaſure form'd 
By nature and the graces ; yet his youỹj! 
So temperately warm, ſo chaſtly cool, 
| F 2 | Eva 


36 
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565 Ev'n ſeraphims might look into his mind, 


Might __ 18 turn * their hoy * 


Th' unutterable eſſence of good heav n, 
That breath of God, that energy divine 
Which gives us to be wiſe, and juſt, and pure, 
5 70 Full on his boſom pour'd the living ſtream, 
Illum'd, — d —_ ——_ his - 


And are theſe aaa vaniſh'd? are thoſe eyes 
Where ardent truth, and melting mildneſs ſhone, 
 Closd in a foreign land? no more to bleſs 
575 A father, mother, friend! no more to charm 
A longing people? O, lamented youth! 
Since fate and gloomy night thy beauties veil'd 
With ſhade myſterious; and eclips'd thy beams, 
How many SOMERsETs are loſt in Thee ! 
1 I Yet 
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580 Yet only loſt to earth !---For truſt the muſe, 
(His virtues rather truſt) She ſaw him riſe, 
She ſaw him ſmile along the tifſu'd clouds, 
In colours rich-embroider'd by the ſun, 
Engirt with cherub-wings, and kindred- forms, 
885 Children of light, the ſpotleſs Youth of heav'n ! 
They hail their bleſt companion, gain'd ſo ſoon 
A partner of their joys ; and crown with ſtars, 
Almoſt as fair, the radiance of his brows. 
Ev'n where the angel hoſt, with tongues of fire, 
590 Chaunttotheirglitteringharpsth*Almighty'spraiſe, 
And, and in a burning circle, ſhout around 
The jaſper-throne, he mingles flames with them; 
He ſprings into the center of the choir, A. 
And, drinking in the ſpirit-moſt-divine, 3 
595 He ſings as ſweet, and glows as bright as they. 


The END of the FIRST Book. 
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NOTES and ALLUSIONS. 


Ver. 8. P LUCKT from the cypreſs, &c. 


Thus Horace : 
Barbiton hic Paries habebit. Lib. iii. Ode 26. 


And, a greater _ Horace in lyric poetry, the Royal Pſalmiſt repre- 
ſents the ſame imag 


As for our how ae hanged them up, upon the trees that are therein. 
Pſalm exxxvii, 2. 
Ver. 25. Paphos, a city of Cyprus; formerly dedicated to Venus. 


Ver. 25. Acidale, a fountain in Orchomenus, a city of Bœotia, where 
the Graces were ſuppoſed to bathe themſelves. The genealogy of the Gra- 
ces is very diverſly related. But Hefiod ſays, they were the offspring of 
Jupiter and Eurynome, Theog. 


Ver. 47. Burſt on the tingling ears of Job, &c. 


The book of Job is aſcrib'd to various authors, and amongſt the reſt to 
Mo ofes. I am proud to obſerve that Dr. Young has ſtrengthened this opini- 
on in his notes to his admirable poem on "Job: Moſt of the arguments on 
each fide of the queſtion may be found in Pole's Synopfis Critic. in the be- 
ginning of his notes on the book of Job; and in Mr. S. Veſey's curious 
diſſertation on the ſame ſubject. 


Ver. 63. We dream of ſhadows, when we talk of life. 
Exaxs 6199 dvbowr®-. Pind. Pith. Ode 8. 


Sophocles has much the fame thought i in his z and, to Gig the 
ſentiment, he puts it into the mouth of Ulyſſes: ** 


Of 
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*Ogu * Buds BJty amo WAY 
"Edwae o0u tr” Caper, M A THEGY: 


The ſcholiaſt obſerves, that he borrowed the Sentiment from Pinder, 
Ver. 64. We dream, &c. Of er ſhoulder — 


The poets feign that Tantalus ſerved up his ſon Pelops to the table of the 


gods: They re- united the fragments, and formed his ſhoulder, which was 
loſt, of ivory. Ovid. Met. Lib. vi. 


— Humeroque Pelops inſigns eburno. Virg. Georg. iii. 
I ſhall add this beautiful paſſage from Tibullus; 


— — — Canina ni 


Ex humero Pelopis non 252 ebur. Lib. i. Eleg. 4. 
Ver. 64. —Of Pythagoras thigh. 


This is told with ſo much humour by Mr Mr. Add. * in one of his fineſt 
works, that I rather chuſe to give an authority from him, than any of the 
ancients. © The next man aſtoniſhed the whole table with his appearance : 
« He was flow, ſolemn, and filent, in his behaviour, and wore a raiment cu- 
& riouſly wrought with hieroglyphicks. As he came into the middle of the 
* room, he threw back the ſkirt of it, and diſcovered a golden thigh. Socra- 
«tes at the fight of it declared againſt keeping company with any who 
* were not made of fleſh and blood; and therefore defired Diogenes the 

© Laertian to lead him to the apartment allotted the fabulous heroes, and 
a « wontie of dubious exiſtence, &c.” 


The Table of Fame, Tatler Vol. II. No 81, 
Ver, 65. Of Surwms's ſaints. 


Furius writ the voluminous legend of the Romiſh ſaints, in fix volumes in 
- folio, Dr. Donne in his ſatyrs has given him this character: 


— — — — dutlie either 


Jovius, or Surius, or both together. Sat. 4. 
Ver. 105. The day was Valentine's, &c. 


See Buchanan's Valentiniana Epig. L. iii. and Donne's excellent Epithala- 
mium on the Lady Elizabeth and the Count Palatine, being Valentine's nom 


Ver, 113. 


Nong, and eh LUBLONG Th 
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Sickneſs being a fabj . difigrecable;: in itſelf, to human nature, it was 
thought n „a8 


is che ſoul of poetry, to relieve. the imagina- 

— 2 N ollowing, be- 'forpe ae BY ſodes. For to deſcribe the 
ien mixture of ſome more 3 : 

ld. no wy l be. Aut every good - natur d and tender reader. 


Ver. 126. The plumy nations, ce. 


C 


"Our fne deſcriptive-poet i in his poem on the n hs FR the palfiqn of 


me groves (to uſe his on en en Wecly than even the birds 
which be avis, Am Hh da F 


nien BRIGOL UL Ses Thompſon's Spring, p. 28, &c. n 
Ver. 174 — — — — As Simpis 55 . 
oh 
Or Zauns. e Hhawer: ls B. FM 
ii ve: 415 nl is fend ua be i 
Sapho. See Mr. Addiſen's Syeators, Vol. m. git, en no. po o 
Ver. 226: 2 of ty brazen din bs ys 


1 king of Elis, a province in the — He was tf 404 
gant as to affect being thought a god: for which end he built a bridge of 
braſs, by driving over which in his chariot, he endeavour'd to make himſelf be 


beliey'dthe Thunderer. . rise 98 his 1 eee 
with a real t chunderbolt. . oil i 88 
Vid Wy 3 e ee 
Dum flammas Tous & ſonitus ee 03 — 
Demens” qui. nimbos, & Ls imitabile 15 mi 
Tre E Cornipetlum curſu' MEAN . 
1 eee e eee I . Tab. . 


Ver. 238. And to Her pocrates, conſn the. Fl ap | 
Harpocrates, the god of filence* . the Egyptians” © | 5 


7 Si quicquam bachre Uebe he WR wet; N 30 27. 


* 19 7 Fg 
of N A wy N . Fey 
| 7am i - 


4 


} Mun. 44 ; 
wah 


„% mee d eue 
— ARTE 
An 8e | 255. , i aro 25 ee ty 01 
ee en, vitow wing notes of tis 
5 — 9 Hue, myo * a 


af apes with th . thedals end featues of 
hich the learned antiquary G#/b. Guperus exhibits in his la- 
en that fubjef, his Monumenta Anti- 


pon another account likewiſe, vhipodraces, guy Jaltty be..4 | 
22 upon the ck; for de is numbered anon re "ra 
Ferber N extream dangers el Eee ifs, Ai 2 Nur L. ü. 


| as in in his Cel Egyp. p.-2v0[:11. amon — 4 
theſe remarkable words : 7 a OP re 
JJ. ͤ caters numins maxim? fs '& Ofcrin, ao 
; TS ES, Zanquam Jatricos Genion. 2 


Ver. 266. Mtb Eupb- „Eyebright. | to 
| 33 at leaſt it 4h, e by them. It is ef extradrdimary 
ſervice to the eye, curing molt of its diſtempers, - 71 


Ver. 268, — debts, tec. en v 


ger Ya 1, Eo. Lib ems to be borrow'd Homer,” IIias. 
1s: have See ae Wa E- Gen. 


xi, 


| — — — _— 
7. . eee ler 

be d the h, 
Lord, Ke: eee this in her — 


* 
* Rare wifted, « - + fy. FA, * 1 Es * Bn. „ 
11. 1 4 , Et, 3 f 


22 
* 4 # 7 
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E 


See Vi . 


Sed me Prnali deferia per. 2 des 
8 78775 aner. TFuvat ire jugis, qua nulla pri orum, 
1 aal De ANTE clivo. 5 
| 6 N Lib, ut, 
Which is  nitated from Lucretius, Lib. ii, 


Avia Rieriaum peragto boca; 0 
Trita pede, &c, . 
Ver. 267. . . 1 — 22 Edmund, 1117 


Spenſer ! | CS *. "27 


The date of our Engliſh poetry may wh great ute begin with Spenſer. 
It is true, Chaucer, Gowery and FHgagate were rs of uncommon beau- 
ties, conſidering the age they lived in, and have qęſeribed the humours, 
po & - great) diſceinment. Yet none of them ſeem to have 

half ſo well ee with the very life and being of poetry, inven- 

tion, painting, and deſigũ, as Spenſer.” Ghaucer wus the beſt before him; 
but then he — 1585 gp is poems, either from the ancients, or 
from — 1 rovencal , writers, > N hys his Troilus 
and Creſſi a Kr Wie Ae Kees 2 I ius; and the 

Romant of K the Ri " 

Engliſhman, who —— . To of the reſt. 
2 for, thoſe who, _ kiras the as Htywpeds Scan, Shelton, &c 

LP By 9. a rant 1 2 eher numbers, language, propriety, 

muſt be underſtood to except the Earl of 

* Sir 12 . Sir Hor —— ſeveral pieces in the mirror 

of magiſtrates, and a few parts N. . | Guſcoig? and Tuber villas 


wor . 
AI 20 ne Las 2215 24 club 1% Cots aac alt £ 


* 


Ver. 295. Medea gather'd and Canidia brew'd, &c. Nau Aa 5 
Ow); . | G 2 | Medea, 


John Noon, 1 
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. 8 cb danse in di We" in Cate 1 


N If) © urn bn 11 
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þ N n D * LL 

ver. Gs — — Or Paus viell, bee. , 

W 8 — — 

Pontus, Colchos, and Theſlalia, well kaown kr producing roxio ad 
poĩs nous herbs and plants. 
| Has herbas, atque bæc Ponto mibi late venena. "Ho 
3 ned raved erm Ponto. 

: LAME Barns 'Firg Fat. 8. 

5 baſque ya & Cid & Berta mittit, ; 


; Oe Ot wY O40 


Theol 3 dent s:, 
8 Rupibus ND . $238 Wt, Wer 2 
7 or 0 © Lucan, Lib. my 


| WY ö 
Ver. 301. — ee boning fill ! 
| 3540 In Virgil rural page. | 1 
| - eee | rl un T 
" £41641 een agricole. into GG 
A 43. 17 i 111245; Ac „Din, 1 N vert. Georg. 15 . * 


: | Bee, there grows « flow' n ag Band., 4 
9 * | Its nine, Amellus, *cafy to be found = DUTONOT off £2113 3 


e cy ; el A * htz ſpri I works i te bot, and „ L _ 


ns vl. nc? The ſprouting flalk, and ſhews itlelf in, leaves, - 1 
Jp ab be fow'r itſelf is afce golden hue, Nen odds ati ; 


_ | Fhe leaves inclining u 4 darker 4 darker blue, [200 3 4441 | 
* SLIT <9 Ati 1 4 2 .. 122 10 231 ks, y TI Ir 
10 15 THY fat eb ad FY. * N. 92 83. EI 


tu 993 ot n is bs * 0 12 My e n e. 
Ver. 354. = — = or Spognolet could s bas cui Yo 


A famous painter, ents ting A Wt ic oh: 
* ; n en e rz, n der V+, 


4 "2, 


$ 0 | Ver. 360, 


NOTES and ALLUSLONS. 45 
ver. 360... Which Michael, in fon fronges. 4 
| 5 See. Miran Paradiſe Loſt, B. xi. 


Ver. he? — — lonoured life. 


Sir William Clayton, Bart. died at Marden in Surrey, December the- 
28th, 1744.- | 


Ver. 405. Where David ſung, bc 6 


Tho a.croifade may ſeem very romantick (and parkaps i it is-ſo) : yet it has 
been applauded by the: greateſt writers of different ages; by /Eneas Syluius, 
by Beſſarion, by Naugerius, &c. who have each writ orations upon that.ſub-- 
jet. And here I — help obſerving, that Caſimire and Fac: Bald?, the two 
moſt celebrated of the modern lyric poets; have writ ſeveral of their fineſt odes 
to animate the chriſtian princes to ſuch a deſign ; and that Taſſo has adorn d 
the expedition of Godfrey, of Bulloign with the- moſt beautiful _ N S 
poem fince. the Æneis (for I prefer Milton to Virgil himſelf); 


Ver. 416. Tban Circe 8 8 
Ver. 1 Than young Armide, &c. . 


See Taſſo's Il Godfredo, Canto iv. Stanz. 29, Kc. 'Cinto.xiv. Stans, | 68, 2 
Canto xvi. Stanz. 29. 


Ver. 430 Machaon fuears, &c cc. 5 1 


Machaon celebrated in Hemer; but here uſed, is gener, for any: phyſi. 
cCian. So Ovid 


rg nalnge due dee. 
And Maria? Flo 15 = et 
i cum medicis #. dnite Machame omnets. 
Ver. 430. That auh camhit ture: ; 1 | 


== to have vreſented Moly to Ups pf bm fame 
Circe. — Lib, © g „ 
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» 
1 
ed 


:- "Thus while be f ts ſovereign plant he drew, 
Where on th' 


1 * 
A erde wonttrous PO 


x a7 
i; 1g: 1 Meck wt the wk ll wh the hoſe. 


ly the name. ATT! ee 
_ Mr. Pope. 5 
rr 
Loudetifims berbarum of Homers, als vorari a 2 iat _ & in- 


1 
_ . 4 45 Ke. Bled hl he. 
C my 12 © dons” 


Cage Lepetil infirurnents, of torment that Palais ale to be con- 
„en M bull of braſß, in which rere 
--under it, Hey bedowed like”, rn Nn ding 4. great 
reward for his invention, was OED firſt RET. 


Upon which Pliny makes this po Anh ——” Perillum nemo iaudat 
ſeviorem Pholarid tyranno 


taurum febit, mugitus hominis pollicitus, igne 
ſubdito, & frimas aum de. —. Sufhior ſevitta, _ Fans LD. 
Xxxiv. 


8 Ver. 465. — r u 5 5 


ee 
Ixion being invited to dine with Jupiter fell in love. with Juno, 


deavour'd to debauch her: who acquainted her huſband. Ar to try 
formed a cloud into Juno's likeneſs, ee rern TE 
ECC 5 


Ver. 506. Orinda. : 820 52 Am 


Mi, K. pe Aer dhe atenkeg Orinde, es ber Poems in folio: 
Cowley has two odes upon her, in the 2d vol, of his wor 8 8055 ni bak 


Ver. 506. Mme 
See her poems in 4to. Mg nnn Aeathi. in 10 excellent bde; 


See his works, vol. 3d, folio P. 186, See likewiſe Woods Athenz Qxyon, 
uind e 2 * 23 ö eee een ** 9 2 

| z 44 460 27nd 299 10 nud 
Ver. go8. Loyola, * | 

* * | | . | gs Ignatius 


NOTES and ALL US TON S. 47 


Ignatius Loyola, founder of the Jeſuits; againſt whom Mr. Oldham writ 
thoſe ſatyrs, which are the beſt of his works. h 


Ver, 515. Bononia fatal to our hopes. 


Bolognia a City in Italy, the firſt ſchool' of the Lombard painters, and 
a famous univerſity, 
—Parvique Bonoma Rheni, Silius Ital. Lib. vili. 


Ver. 571. And bleſs'd the Engliſh angel as be paſs d— 


At Bolognia he went by the name of L' Angelo Ihgleſe.. 'Fhe fame com- 
pliment ſeems to have. been paid by that people to our great Milton in his 


travels, as we learn by this epigram of: a learned Italian nobleman in the ad 
volume of. AM/ton's poctical works: 


Ut mens, forma, decor, facies, mos, fi pietas ſic; 
Non Anglus, vrrum berc'le Angelus iþſe fores.. 


Ver. 576. O lamented youth, &c.. | 
Heu miſerande puer, fiqua- fata. aſpera rumpas, 


Tu Marcellus. eris— | 
Sed. nox atra. caput triſti circumvolat umbra... 
Firg. En. Lib. vj. 
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SICKNESS. 


A POEM. 


Book the SEcoNnD. 


By WILLIAM THOMSON, M. A. 
of Queen's College, ON oN. 
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2 hen 7 r for Ligbt, there came ; Darkneſs. 


My Skin is black upon me ; and my Bones are burnt 
with Heat. 


Ws _ as 16 turned to Mourning. Jos. 
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Nipt in the bloom of beauty, wit, and youth; 
»Dedthid undiſtinghiſh'd prey. Shall Vimplain 
When ſuch th' eftgbliſh/d! brdinanoe : of -heay'n) | 
$5 If Srœxrdnss - ht fofind hay th fege g 

rid T H 2 A worm 


$1CKNESS Book II. 
A worm to them! and to their light a ſhade, = 


-Ungildec with one beam, which,melted down, 1 
eder foft-trickling Oer the orphan'd check: 
(6s: 3 all en * 1 Our ery e chat bw, 


Phe "0-2 in w_ * be 8 
The fruits of Autumn feed us for diſeaſe: 


The Winter's raw indemencies beſtow 
Diſeaſe on death. While 8 pring, to ſtrew our herſe, : 


II „„ K 


1 16 Kindly unboſoms werping in their dews, 


44444 or woooacact oben tiene ore te tnoemum ee SoIeIs ro ooo 


Her flomyo race! and Summer (kinder ſtill) 
With he green, — 
; tower bag HV do mogid af} ni qi: 
keene Ini meaſurd time 
Sethe win has wild) taggether with. their ſnows, | 
a0 The;everlafting hatle-thallmle may; | 2 il > 


mon Z. 2 N This 
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This ſolid globe diſſolve, as ductile wax 
Before the brłath. o Vulcan 3 ba ſcrbl! 
Shrivel th?! unfolded> curtains of the ſky ; 
Thy planets, Neiton, tumble fiem their ſpheres; 
25 The moon dhe periſti from Hef Bloody! orb; 
The ſun himſelf, in; liquid ruin, ruſi 
And deluge: with deſtroying flames the globe 
Peace then, my ſoul; ud Pope 18 dead. 


If ere W eeßgd ſpirit; ſwertly dug 


— numbers, teeming, in my breuſt, 
1 5: Or at that cxalting:nanie;! bt T. 
Be favourable, be propitious noꝰ/ r 74. 
White, in the gratitide of praiſe, E ing: 
The works.and wonders of this dam diuine. 
cis ei tom gtbill (1H Yo I on T 
ad} 238 T tre 


nadzu'T CevitrAare 10 a0 NA art d nondtagni * 


14 821 C:K/NAES 80 BOO N 


z6WSRRob es ovichib olg biet T 
35 .id:tremble while 1 write Eis liſping Aue 
| Surmolnts/the loſtieſt-difarts'of my age; * 
Fir d bya ford; fury, and infpir'd i! 
40-With allthe: God, in fdunditg maynbers ſung 


Ant ab his birth (thiago not unknown of old) 
be races rountHhis cradle wove the dance, 
And ledvtheumaze of härmorfy : the Nin 
45 Prophetick of his future höher, pour d 

P lentadus, upon Mis ps, Caftdlian wy 
n= bet heir gelten fore dif, 


The — 4 mid "om. from 1 its ſtar, 
ien 15 n 2 4 Whete, 
* Tranflation of the Firſt Book of $TATtvs's Then amt, 
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Where, radiant, over the poetic world 
50 It rules ee dy: 
Shouted, and bleſs d the birth : the ſacred their: 
Of poets, born in elder, better times, 
Entaptur d, catch'd the elevating ſound. 
And 1 the NE yal wes wa min to m_ 


4 * £., I 
2 b : 1 
5 wt -_” w# «a. 4 _ & S a. +. + 


5 5 * Impetial Windfor ! ! on 4 * a 
- -Superbly gay, exalt thy tow'ry head; 

And bid thy foreſts dance, anno, wave 
| A. verdant teſtimony of thy jo: 
A tative mn, ſhades - 


7 las whale ba f 


89 9 1 PE) 
* js 4 


60 O0 dente Abs as; tb RN 
How gently rural! without coarfencds, — : 


How, fimple in Wonen En 
#7 Dost O boral flirw WY 


46 Yo 


E Windſor-Foreſt. Mr. K born there, + Paſtorals. 


# $434 11.3 65 CE i. 
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A ſhepherd, but m cl αον His every lay 
Sweet aal the early pipe along the dag 2 
65.\ When hawthorn bud, oom the thymy brow 
When all the mountains bleat, and valhes ing. 
Soft as the nightingale's harmonious woe, 
la dewy even- tide, when cowſlips-drop\ - -: 1 
Their png heads, and * in the breeze. 
Hug In Mic vet Mb £1 * HAS: 161250] * 
70 * Nalin 2 bun thrond, 
Imperial in his art, preſcribing las 
Z 
2 t pedantry; chrrectly bold; 
And regularly eaſy. Gentle, now, 
75 As riſing ingenſas ar deſcnding dez, . 
- Chic: variegated 1echbivof! his there: 
Now, animatei flame commands the ſoul 


*? * 6 * with ſacred wonder. Pointed wit 
alwols ! e IS *. And 


» Ely en Calm. 
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And keen diſcernment form the certain page. 


80 Juſt, as the Stagyrite; as Horace, free; 


90 


As Fabian, clear; and as Petronius, gay. 
"In [ ſides 
* But whence thoſe peals of laughter ſhake the 
Of decent murth ? Am I in fairy-land? 
Young, evaneſcent forms, before my eyes, 
Or {kim, or ſeem to ſkim 3 thin eſſences 


Of fluid light; Zilphs, Zilphids, Elves and 


Gnomes 3 


Geny of Roficruce, and Ladies' Gods l- 
And, lo, in ſhining trails, Belinda's hair, 
Beſpangling with diſhevel'd beams the ſkies, 
Flames o'er the night. Behind, a ſatyr grins 
And, jocund, holds a olaſs, reflecting, fair, 
Hoops, croſſes, mattadores; beaux, ſhocks, and 


delles, 


Promiſcuouſly whimſical and gay. 


Taſſoni, hiding his diminith'd head. 
. Droops 
Rape of the Lock. ä 4.0 


* STCKNESS. Boon I. 
95 Droops &'er the laughing page: while Boileau 
With bluſhes cover'd; low'beneath the deſk. — 


w# 14.9 Il; * 


More mournful ſcenes invite. The milky vein 

945 Of amorous grief devolves its placid wave 

Soft ſtreaming o er the ſoul, in weeping woe 
100 And tenderneſs of anguiſh. While we read 
Th'-infeQtious page, we ſicken into love, 
And languiſh with involuntary fires. 
The zephyr, panting on the ſilken buds 
Of breathing violets 3 the virgin's ſigh, 
105 Roſy with youth, are turbulent and rude, 
"MW mn "”_ and Eloifa's moan. 


Heav'ns ! what a flood ente day 
My ak ing eyes involves! A Temple ſoars, 


ling like ae on a mount, 


| 1847 14 
* Ovid's Sappho to Phaon, And Eloiſe to Abclards | Temple of Fame, 


Book II. SICKNESS. 59 
110 And, wide, its adamantine valves expands. 
Three monumental columns, bright in air, 
Of figur'd gold, the center of the quire 
With luſtre fill; Pope on the midmoſt ſhines 

Betwixt his Homer and his Horace plac'd, 

115 Superior by the hand of juſtice. Fame, 
With all her mouths th' eternal trumpet ſwells, 
Exulting at his name; and, grateful, pours 
The lofty notes of never-dying praiſe, - 

Triumphant, floating on the wings of wind, 

120 Sweet O er the world: th ambrofial ſpirit flies 
Diffuſive, in its-ptogreſs wid'ning ſtill, 

« Dear to the earth, and grateful to the ſky.” 
Fame owes him more than cer ſhe can repay: 
| | She owes: her very Temple to his hands; 
rag Like Ilium built; by hands no leſs divine! 


# + © % 
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I2 Attention, 


60 SICKNESS. 


Book II. 


Attention, rouze thyſelf! the maſter's hand, 
(The maſter of our ſouls!) has chang'd the key, 
And bids the thunder of the battle roar == 

Tumultuous Homer, Homer is our own! 

130 And Grecian heroes flame in Britiſh lines. 

What pomp. of words! what nameleſs r 

- Kindles the verſe; invigours every line; 

| Aſtoniſhes, and overwhelms the ſoul 

In tranſport toſt ! When fierce Achilles raves, 

135 And flaſhes, like a comet, Oer the field, 

| To wither armies with his martial frown. 3 
I ſee the battle rage; I hear the wheels 
* » Carcering with their brazen orbs! The ſhout 
Of nations rolls (the labour of the winds) 
140 Full on iny ear, and ſhakes — ſoul. 
'Deſciiption never cou'd ſo well -decave : 


"Tm.real} Troy is here, or I — 


A b cy cy? (I F Enjoy 
Kath . Trihllation of Howes: 


Book II, SICK NE 88S. 61 
Enjoy the war. My ſpirits, all on fire, 
With unextinguiſh'd violence are born” 

145 Above the world, and mingle with the Gods. 
Olympus rings with arms! the firmament, 
Beneath the light'ning of Minerva's ſhield, 

Burns to the center: rock the tow'rs of heav'n. 
all nature trembles! ſave theſthtone of Jove. 


150 t To root exceſſes from the human; breaſt; 
Behold a beauteous pile of ethicks riſe; 
Senſe, the foundation; harmony, the walls; 
(The Dorique grave, and gay Corinthian join'd) 
Where Socrates and Horace jointly . | 
15 5 Beſt of Philoſophers ! of Poets too 
The beſt! He teaches — us: 
That virtue is the nobleſt gift of heav'n: 


«And vindicates the ways of Gap, t6 Man.“ 


| 0 hearken 
4 . eee 


62 S'I'C'K NE. S S. Bock II. 


O hearkenito the Motaliſt polite!! 
160 Enter his ſchool of truth; where Plato's ſelf 
Night preach; and Tully _ to lend an ear. 


ZnomemwTty Sf benen din # att: 710 


» Inſt ſee him waging with the fools of rhyme 
| "A wantony harmleſs war. Dunce after Dunce 
- 'Beauxy'DoQtors, Templars, Courtiers ; Sophs and 
165 Condemn'd- to ſuffer life. The motley crew, 

O31 


Emerging from oblivion's muddy pool, ; 
Give the round face to view; and ſhameleſs front 


eee eee 


4 ot nir 100 N Þr 8 0 e 0 5 

Born to improve . en wkkind 

170 Into therroadwf honour Vice again 
fron 00H He'is dead! 
n ts Thy $15idon oft er oor 260 
u ths Able barge; POR his Thr, 
way tow ſolemnity beating the tide, 


2 oe DounciaÞ, 


5 
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Convey his ſacred duſt! --- Its ſwans expir'd : 
175 Wither'd, in Twit'nam bow'rs, the laurel-bough ; 
Silent, the Muſes broke their idle lyres : 
Th' attendant Graces, check'd the ſprightly dance, 
Their arms unlock d, and catch'd the ſtarting tear; 
And Virtue for her loſt defender mourn'd ! 


180 | Each volume a Bodleian ! Vet this man, 
This mortal man (which leads me to my theme) 
With pain embaraſs d, all his tedious days, 
And head- achs rack d, the boundleſs ſea of wit 
Spread ofer the world. Thus (his own poet tells) 
1856 Minerva from the labouring brow of Jove, 
Sprung radiant: hurP'd the pointed ſpear of ſenſe 
Againſt the breaſt of ignorance and vice: 
Athens inſpir'd, and taught her bards to ſing. 


1 2 


— 


But 


But am I'wake ? or in Ovidian realms, 
190 And Cires holds the glaſs? What odious change, 
What metamorphoſe ſtrikes the dubious eye? 
Ah, whither is retir'd the ſcarlet wave, 
Mantling with. health, which floated through the 
From the ſttong ſummer-beam imbib'd ? Ad 
19s The vernal lilly's ſoftly-blended bloom > * © 
The ſotehead. roughens to the wond ring hand. 
an Wie ger. the human: field, the body, ſpreads 
Contagious,war, and lays its beauties, waſte. | 
As once thy breathing harveſt, Cadmus, ſprung, 
200 Sudden, 2 ſerpent-brood ! an armed crop 
Of growing chiefs; and fought themſelves to death. - 
One black-incruſted bark of gory. boils; 
One updiſtioguiſh'd bliſter, from the ſoal 
Of thei-ſore; foot, to the head's forer-crown. 
205 Jos's puniſhment ! With patience like his own, 


64 


HC | O may 
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o may I exereiſe my wounded ſoul; 
And caſt myſelf upon his healing hand, 
Who bruiſeth at his will, and maketly whole. 
© eftot th, gti Seh h ν⏑‚N Ss 
Ab, tos, the luſtre of the eyes is fled! - 
210 Heavy and dull, their orbs neglect to roll, 
In motionleſs diſtortion ſtiff and fed: 
Till by the trembling hand of watchful age 
(A weeping: matron, timorous to affrigfit, 
And pioufly fallacious in her care 
215 Pretending light offenſive, and the ſun; 
Closd; and, perhaps; for ever! Deter agaln 
To open on the ſphete; to- drin che dy, 
Or (worſe!) behold Finth#s fee drvine, 
And wender Ger het Uharnis! But yet forbear; 
220 O dare not murmur.: Pts hw s high beheſt, 
 Tho'datltiils through thelthanbiv'@f the grave 
| K * This 


. # 
441 1 


A 


S>I2C1Kk//NJE3S1S> Bbox: III 


This duſt purſue, and gdeath's ſad ſhade inyolve ; 
Een lor „ the ſilial- light himſelf ſhall ſhine; 
The ſtars are duſt to him, the ſun a thade) 
225 Theſe very eyes, theſe tunicles of fleſh, 
En tho hy warms deſtroy d, ſhall ſee my Gop, 
And, ſeeing, ne er remember darkneſs more, 
Environid with ſeternity of day. e | 


ot; ie 40 bagd ouildags vi ed WT 


1/Fho!; at eee ** ſhut out 
230 External form, forbidden, inoumt the winds, 

1 Retire: to hes, or with night commix; : 

"Vet fancy s mimick work. ten thouſand ſhapes 
Antick anc r 
Irregularjand-new;t1 48 pain or eaſe 
238 CThe ſpirits teach. to flo, and 3 
| Direction diverſe hold. Gentle and bright - - 


1 "ied herwits, lecping in their moſſy celle, 
ick. 1 1 Lull'd 


* 
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Lull'd by the fall of waters! by the rills 

From Heliconian cliffs devolv'd : or where, 

240 Thy antient river, Kiſhon, ſacred ſtream' 
Soft-murmurs on their ſhumbers : peace within, 
And conſcience, evin to ecſtafy ſublim'd* 

And beatific viſion; Sudden, black, 
And horrible as murderers; or hapgs,” '- ö 

245 Their leaſe of years ſpun out, and ſigned bond 

Full- flaſning on their eyes; the gulf, beneath, 
| Mad'ning with gloomy fires; and heav'n, behind, 
With all her golden 8 for ever closd. 


10 IBO“ iar finiten RIAA 10 270808 
Now in Elyfium s and ——— 


2 5 o Where honeyſuckles rove, and eglantines, 
Nareiſſus, jeſs min pinks, profuſely wild, 

In every ſcented gale Arabia breathes 1 

As' bliſsful Eden fair; the morning. work © * 
150qOtol, 44 K 2 a 
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Of heavin, and Milton's theme ] where innocence 
255 Smilid,:and 2 18 anon, 
By. Hy) favonirite flood fupinely-laid, 
In tuneful indolence, behold: the hd | 
(Hama dn each hand, and laurel on each brow) 
A band of demy:$ods, auguſt to ſight, 
260 In vegerable order ſwxetly riſe m.,. 
:oEnareled by the muſes, WhO have trod 
lsa mtaſur d ꝓacę its banks, forever green, 
ratnehd from their feet! Harmonious notes, 
Wachled to Dorique reeds, to Leſbian lyres, 
265 Or Phrygian minſtrelſie, ſteal on the ear 
Enamour d with variety and loud 
Ihe wumpets ſhrilling clangovrs ll the ſky 7 
Wich gives melodyrr New happier ftill! | 
Round ch Ita lic cloiſters, muſing flow, - | 
270 Ora „ cas letter d ſons, 
1 8 A Philoſophers, 
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* 
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Philoſophers, and Poets, and Divines, 
Enjoy the ſacred walk, delighted ; * Queen's 
Where Addiſon and Tickle lay inſpir d, 

Inebriated from the claſſic ſprings, 

275 And tun'd to various-ſounding harps the ſong, 
Sublime, or tender; humorous, or grave; 
Quafting the Muſes nectar to their fill. 


Momental happineſs — know not how, A 
I know not where, the midnight howl of wolves, 

280 The dragon's yell, the hon's roar, aftound 
My trembling ear. Ha! down a burning mount 
I plunge deep, deep: ſure Vulcan's ſhop is here 
Hark, how the anvils thunder round-the dens 
Flammivomous! What? are theſe chains to bind 

285 This ſkeleton ? the Cyelops muſt be mad: 
Thoſe bolts of ſteel, thoſe: adamantine links 


Demand 


Queen's College in Oxrorp. 
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Demand Typhæus' ſtrength to burſt Away 
Venus and Mars —beware.—In giddy whirls 
I ride the blaſt; and tow ring through the ſtorm 
290 Enjoy the palace of the morn. The ſun 
1 Reſigns the reins of Phlegon to my hands: 
lis mane waves fire: he ſcorches me to duſt: 
Avaunt, thou fiend!--1'll hurl thee down the deep 
Of heav'n, with bolted thunder, and enwrapt 
295 With forky light'ning.---Now ſtaggering I reel, 
Buy murderers purſu'd: my faithleſs feet 
Scatce ſhift their pace: or down ruſhing amann, 
Ie ceaſe to recollect my ſteps, and roll 
Paaſſive on earth. Sure, twas Aſtolpho's horn 
300 Pour d on my ear th' annoying blaſt : Or elſe 
That rapid giddineſs o'erturns my brain, 
Which, whilom, plagu'd the ſons of Calydon, 
When cruel, fair Callirhoe enragd 


Coreſus, 
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Coreſus, prieſt of Bacchus! and his vows, 
305 With impious ſcorn, neglected. Old the tale, 
Yet worthy to be told in modern ſong, 


High in Achaia, ſplendid from afar, 
A city flouriſh'd ; Calydon' its name, : 
Waſh'd by Evenus' chalky flood; the feat 
310 Of Meleager, from the ſlaughter'd boar 
Glorious. A virgin here, amazing, ſhone, 
Callirhoe the fair: her father's hoaſt! UA 
For, ah, ſhe never knew a. mother's ſmile ; 
Nor kearn'd what happineſs from marriage ſprings. 
315 In flow'r of youth, and purer than the friow 
Which, with a ſilver circle, crowh'd the head 
Of the ſteep neighbour mountain; but averſe 
To Hymen's rites, the lovely foe of man. 
O why will beauty, .cruel to itſelti be 
5 No 
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/ 320 No leſs than others, violate the laws 
Which nature dictates, and itſelf inſpires! © 
A thoufand lovers from th' Olenian hill, 
From rough Pylene, and from Pleuron's towr's, 
Their paſſion pleaded. But Coreſus, chief, 
325 The Calydonian prieſt of Bacchus, form'd 
Buy Venus ſelf for love; in beauty's pride; 
Voung, bounteous, affable. What tender arts, 
What winning carriage, and reſpectful ſuit, 
Almoſt to zealous adoration ſwell'd, 
330 Did he not practiſe? But in vain. And now 
Drew near the Orgial feſtival, and rites 
| Idyazan. Poor Coreſus, to'approve 
-: Fhe wonders of his love and dear regard, 
By ſcorn unquench d, unabated by neglect ; 
335 (In hopes to ſoſten her, at leaſt adorn) 


Prefented 
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Preſented to this murdreſs of his peace 

The ritual ornaments, by virgins worn 

Upon the ſolemn feaſt. The rvy-ſpear, 


With winding green, and viny foliage gay, 
340 Curl'd by his hand : a mitre for the head, 
Curious aumail'd with imitated | grapes, 
Of bluſhing rubies form'd : the pall of lawn, 
Flow'r'd with the conqueſts of the purple God : 
The ciſta, ſilver; and the cymbals, gold: 
345 And piny torch (O were it Hymen's!) ting'd 
With ſpicy gums, to feed the ready flame. 


Open'd- the feſtival---Looſe to the winds, 
Diſhevel'd, bare, the virgins give their necks 


And wanton hair. Evce ! they, mad'ning, cry, 
350 And ſhake their torches, ' Fro Jo? rends 


28 : ba The | 


74 SICXNE SS. Book. II. 


The air and brats the echoing vault of heav'n. 
The hills, the vales l To! 1 rn 
aq-vv AT old Stig n 
The temple Opens to ho "_ AY 
be f emp, entexs, as in dreſs, and charms, 
355 Calliches, ſa in ſpeed. Their lovers wait, 
With burning ex pectation, to enfold 
Elis beautedus miſtreſs esch. High on a throne 
Corelus blaz d in jewels and in gold, 
NMore charming in kipſelf. Quick with his eye 
360 He,catch'd Callirhoe; and, deſcending, claſp'd 
With eager tranſport her reluctant waiſt. 
. A thouſand vqws he breath'd, and melting things 
9 ke ar d look'dʒ but to the rocks and wind. 
| ab Con, he more ? Ves more he did: for what, 
36s, What ccan's, a; lovery,,hkeiGorefis,! do 
Neglectful of his dignity, he funk 


3 (Stil. 


Bbbr II. SICK NES 87 x: 


(Still love diſdains what dignity demands, 
Oer Jupiter himſelf ſupreme) he ſunlk, 
And trembled at her feet, with 3 zeal, 
370 As to his God. He dy d upon her hand 
With fighing kinguiſhment He gaz'd his foul 
At every ardent glance into her eyes; 
Moſt eloquently filent ! O' er his cheek 
The puſhing tears, in big, round drops, diffus'd 
375 The devs ef paſſton, and che brain's ſbft HD WWU 
Potent to warm the moſt obdurate breafk, * 
Tho? cold as marble. Idle were His-46ars} * 
=> 4 8 2 5 aid PRORAG Zeal. 
10 HN / 102 
— eng. vn eat 
380 * Toiript my progreſs win dT 
* With cy Gpricious rudeneſs. Shall the prieſt 
he- tyflctics' Backus thus Pb, 
we LL 2 «In 
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« In his on temple too? And rather pay 
To Venus his devotion, than his God?“ 
385 Then haughty as away ſhe turn d; he graſp'd 
Her Khees; upon her garments flowing train 
Shivering he hung: and with beſeeching eyes, 
* F from th nnn of his _ "7400 d. 
N pat A eee ; 
b e IE er og Wespe to thy breaſt, 
en e not to a breaſt like thine, 
e Soft as the ſwanny down |) relenting, hear ; 
- « Tn) feelingoeſs of ſpirit; mildly lend = 
Attention to the language of my heart, 
Sick with o'er-flowing tenderneſs and love. 
395% Lloye thee with that innocence of truth, 
© " ©'That/purity' of paſſion, and defire 


« Into 
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400 


405 


410 


& Into thy gentle cuſtody ; ----- that all, 


* My heart, my life, are bitterneſs and weight 
© Of agony without thee. Since I firſt, + 


* (By Bacchus” ſelf I ſwear,) beheld that face, 

* And-nameleſs magick of thoſe radiant eyes, 
All the foundation of my peace gave way: 
* While hopes and fears roſe up in boſom-war 
* To deſolate the quiet of my days. 


Thy dear idea was my fancy's dream; 


« It mingled with my blood; and in my veins 


« Throb'd, undulating, as my life were ſtung. 
I live but on the thought of thee|; my breaſt 


ce Bleeds in me, with diſtreſs to ſee thee 'frown. 


« O ſmile ; by thy dead mother's reverend duſt, 


By all thy bowels are moſt fond of, -ſmile, 
And chaſe theſe heavy clouds, of grief away. 


415 I beg by Bacchus; for his ſake be kind. 


Hip 


75 
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ere, interrupted by the ſwelling ſtorm 


Mey X 2 dey cles 12 . 
Of paſſion Jabouring in his breaſt; his words 


Gave way to fighs and tears, to ſpeak the reſt. 


- "She, in cbntetmpt dus derifion; ſinil'd, _ | 


/ 420 To whith her frowns were innocent: and thus: 
Thy Rapgering pow'r, and thee 1 ſcorn alike: 
Him 1 deſpiſe,” for chuſing thee his prieſt ; 

* . toe oy — and W vile. is 


* 18 144 


Wee hey, in — carp 


3 God revil'd, than ſcorn for him) 


21801 


tub 


4 


Firſt caſting on the ground his mitred- crown, 
Win bands * 1 . pray d. 


2 1219463 2a r: * 7 5 O v2 


inte Of or * * — or 


fete cheſe Hands with ivy wreaths thy brow 


430 


21011 


1 Andlitwining tendrils of the vine 7 


If 
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435 


440 


445 


If e're my grateful tongue, big with * * 
% Evœ Lyæus! Jo Bacchus! ſung: 

66 If &er thy ſervant on thy altars pour'd, 

* Copious, the purple wave of offer d — 

« And, buſy, fed the conſecrated fire 1 


With fat of aſs, or hog, or niountain-goat ; ; 


« Devoutly laviſh in the ſacriſice : 

ce Avenge thy prieſt ; this curſed race: udſtroy 

c Thy honours violated. thus, avow 3 aglt 

“ Till — confeſs this Raggering jw" ra God.” 
He pray'd.----Loud: peals of thunder Hal 5 

The image, nodding, his petition feal'd 30 Hane y 

And Bacchus gave the Calydonian race 


, p N „ „ 1 
To madneſs, and unutterable wWrœ a. 


? wt * * 1 * * * FE * * 
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£19912) I dp ern,, Sf: bn 4 00+ 
The frantick crowd, as if with. wine oppreſt, 
1 And 
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And the ſtrong ſpirit of the flaming grape, 
To and fro reel, and ſtagger to and fro', 
In dithyrambic meaſures,” wild, convolv'd. 
They toſs their cymbals, and their torches ſhake, 


450 Shrieking; and tear their hair, and gaſh their fleſh, 
And how, and foam, and wheel the rapid dance 
In giddy. maze : with fury then o way, 

Enthufiaſtick, whirbng in deſpair, 

Flat, drop downdead; and heaps on heaps expire. 


% 
2 2 
13 


455 Ama d, confounded at the raging peſt, 

T be venerable fathers, in debate, 

© To! ſpeed enquiring deputies, reſolv d, 
To high Dodona's grove; with vocal oaks 
Umbrageous, aged, vaſt, the ſtruggling day 

460 Excluding : the prime oracle of Greece 


TY 
, : - 4 * | 1 * ; | . 
; ; g 4 F * 3 &- # 
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Obſe⸗ 
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470 


Obſequious, they haſte: enquire: return: 
And thus the counſels of the God diſcloſe. 


'©©'The rage of Bacchus for his injur d prieſt, 


« Coreſus, by Callirhoe's ſcorn repuls'd, 


« Your city waſtes : and with funereal fires 

ec Your ſtreets {hall redden, formidably bright, 

cc Till by Coreſusꝰ hand the cruel maid + 

ce A ſacrifice be offer'd up: or one, 

Free, uncompell'd, embrace the deftin'd ſteel, 
« Devoted in her ſtead ; and bleed for her. 

© So ee nog Ae i 


| They ſaid. Staring affright, and dumb a amaze 
The fathers ſeize : but chief, Andus, thee 

Callirhoe's old miſerable. fire! | 
11 Ten- 
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475 Tenfold affliction to the grave weighs down 
i Thy filver'd hairs. But fate and heav'n require. 
Soon through the city ſpred the news, and ſoon 
Mounded Callirhoe's car. Her ſpindle drops 
Neglected from her hand. Prone on the floor, 
480 She falls, ſhe faints; her breath, her colour fled : 
Pale, cold and pale. Till, by aſſiſting care, 
The fragrant ſpirit hovers o'er her lips, 
Arg life returning ſtreams in roſy gales; 


indled only to deſpair. She knew 
4 5 The 1 virgins envy'd ; and the injur d youth 
Stung with her ſcorn, wou d wanton in her wounds, 
Nor one, one offer up the willing breaſt 
A victim for her Life. And now the crowd, 
Impatient of their miſeries, beſiege 
490 The marble. portal ; burſt the bolted gates ; 
Demand 
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Demand Callirhoe ; furious to obey 
The oracle, and pacify the God. 


What pangs, unhappy maid, thy boſom tear, 
Sleepleſs, and ſad ? relenting now too late, 
495 Thy ſtubborn cruelty. Corefus' charms 
Blaze on thy mind; his unexampled love; 
His every virtue riſing to thy thought. 
Juſt in his fury, ſee the pointed ſteel 
Waves, circling, o'er thy throbbing breaſt : Ho 
500 He riots in thy blood with dire _— Is 
Infatiate ! He gluts his heart of rage | - 
With thy warm guſhing life; and death enjoys, 


Redoubling wound on wound, and blow on blow, 


Thus caſed h. had hours. Au now the deny 
505 The mountains tip'd with gold, and threatned day. 
M 2 Without 
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Without the city gates, a fountain wells 
Its living waters, clear as ſhining glaſs: 
Haunt of the nymphs ! A cypreſs' aged arms 

Ihre round a venerable gloom, and ſeem'd 

50 Itſelf a grove. An altar on the brink 
Convement roſe : for holy cuſtom wills 
Each victim to be ſprinkled with its ſtreams, 
New from pollution, worthier of the God. 
Fierce for the ſacrifice, Coreſus here 

515 Waited; and, ſtimulated with revenge, | 
He cured and chid the lazy-circling hours 
Tos ted as if 1 * to his hate. 


(claim 


But TOY crowd and ſhouts pro- 
4 Callihoe near. Her weeping damſels lead 


520 The deſtin'd offering, lovely in diſtreſs, 
And ſparkling through her tears. A myrtle crown 
= With 
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With roſes glowing, and ſelected green, 
Th' ambroſial plenty of her golden hair 

Entwine : in looks, a Venus; and a Grace 
525 In motion. Scarce the flow'rs of ſixteen ſprings 

The fields had painted, ſince ZEneus firſt - 

Fondled his babe, and bleſt her on his knee. 

Ev'n mountain-clowns, who never pity knew, 

Relented, and the hardeſt heart wept blood, 
530 Subdu'd by beauty, tho the fatal ſource | 

Of all their mifery. What tumults then 

Roll in thy breaſt, Coreſus! while thy hands 

The purifying waters on her head 

Pour'd trembling ; & the ſacred knife unſheath'd ! 


535 Wiping the ſilver- ſtreaming tears away, 
She with a look nor chearful, nor diſmay'd,, 
But languiſhingly ſweet, her ruby lips 
Soft- 


54 
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Soft-op'ning, thus began : © Father and friends, 
* Wound me not doubly with your tender grief 
J was not born alone for you. My life 
<« I gladly offer for my country's weal : 

« *Tis glory thus to die. Receive my blood, 
© Dear native ſoil! O may it health reſtore 


e And peace; & Bacchus wrath be now appeas d. 


545 


550 


And thou, Coreſus, whom I moſt have wrong d, 


6 Look not ſo fiercely on me, while the ſteel 


&« My once-loy'd boſom launces; drop a tear; 
One ſigh in mercy heave, and drop one tear, 


e And I will thank these for thy blow. For, oh 
e I never hated thee ; but female pride, 
64 Our ſex's curſe! forbade me to comply, 


Teo eaſy won Then pity me, Coreſus ; 
O pity; and, if poſſible, forgive.“ 


He 
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He anſwer'd not. But ardent, ſnatch'd the knife, 


555 And running o'er her beauties, ſtrangely wild, 


With eyes which witneſs'd huge diſmay and love; 
&« Thus, thus I ſatisfy the Gods!“ he cry'd, 
And bury'd in his heart, in his own heart, 

The guilty blade. Then, reeling to her arms, 


560 He ſunk, and groaning, O Callirhoe !”--.-dy'd. 


(this ?” 
Heav'n rings with ſhouts, © Was ever love like 


Callirhoe ſhrick'd ; and from the gaping wound, 

Quick as the lightning's wing, the reeking knife 

Wrench'd : in an agony of grief and love, 

Her boſom piercing, on her lover fell, 

And ſigh'd upon his lips her life away. 

Their blood uniting in a friendly ſtream, 

With bubbling purple ſtain'd the ſilver flood; 

Which to the fountain gave Callirhoe's name. 
Thus 
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570 Thus fell Callirhoe; lovelier in her death, 
Than ervelty of life; and ſtay'd the plague. 


Now ſtarting from this wilderneſs of dreams, 


I] wake from fancy'd into real woe. 
Pain emptys all her vials on my head, 
575 And ſteeps me o'er and o'er. Thꝰ envenom'd ſhirt 
Of Hercules enwraps my burning limbs 
With dragon's blood: I rave and roar like him, 
Writhing in agony. Devouring fires 
Eat up the marrow, frying in my bones. 

580 0 whither, whither ſhall I turn for aidꝰ - 
Methinks a Seraph whiſpers in my ears, 
Pouring ambrofia on them, © Turn to God ; 

“So peace ſhall be thy pillow, eaſe thy bed, 
« And might of ſorrow brighten into noon. 
58 Let the young cherub PATIENCE, bright-ey'd 


[Hoee, 


6c And 
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cc And roſy- finger d PRAV'R, combining hold 
A ſure dominion in thy purpos'd mind, 
* Unconquer'd by affliction.“ -I receive 
The mandate as from heav'n itſelf. Expand 


590 Thyſelf, my ſoul, and let them enter in. 


Come, ſmiling angel, PaTiENCE, from thy ſeat; 
Whether the widow's cot, or hermit's cell, 
By faſting ſtrong, and potent from diſtreſs ;- : 
Or midnight-ſtudent's taper-glimmering:foof, 


595 Unwearied with revolving tedious tomes, 


* 
* 


O come, thou Panatæa of the mind! 
The manna of the ſoul !: to every taſte 
Grateful alike-: the univerſal balm it A 7 7) 


Io ſickneſs, pain, arid miſery below - 


600 She comes! the comes! ſhe diſſipates the gloom ; 


H 


f ® 
Jin 


My eyes ſſie opens, and new ſcenes unfolds 
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Like Moſes' buſh 3 tho* burning, not confum'd) 
Scenes full of ſplendour, miracle, and God. 


Behold, my foul, the martyr- army, who 
6otz Wich holy blood the violence of fire 
Quencir d, and wirh lingring conſtancy fatigu d 
I )bhbe perſecuting flame: or nobly ſtop'd 
: -:/1 Thethion's mouth, and/triumph'd in his jaws. 
Hark, how the virgin white- rob d confeſlbrs 
610 Chaunt Halleluahs to the rack; as dear 
Otzen ges en the xefurreRion-morn, 
Vet further; lift thy Sas upon the croſs, 
615 A bleeding Saviour view, ee 
Eartii wertes ʒ rend the rocks, creation n 
A eee Lord, 
5.4 71 Amidſt 


Boox II. SICKN ESS. 1 
| Amidſt this war of elements, ſerene, 2 
620 And as the ſun- ſhine hrow of patience, calm, 
He dies without a groan, and ſmiles in death. 
Shall 'martyrs, virgins, nay, thy Saviour bleed 
To teach thee Patience? and yet bleed in vain? 
Forbid it, reaſon; and forbid it, heav n. 
625 No; ſuffer: and, in ſuffering, rejoice. 
Patience endureth all, and hopeth all. 


* 
5 * 
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Horz is her daughter then. Let Hope diſtill 

Her cordial-ſpirit, as Hybla-honey ſweet, 

And healing as che drops of Gilead-balm. 

630 Ceaſe to repine, as thoſe: who have no Hope; 
Nor let Deſpair approach thy darkeſt hour. 

Deſpair! that triple-death I th? imperial plague ! 
Flv exterminating angel of th accurſt, 

And fole diſcaſe of which the dimn'd are ſick, 

2 kind. 
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635 Kindling a fever hotter than their hell - - - - 
0 pluck me from Deſpair, white:handed Hope! 
O interpoſe thy ſpear and ſeven-fold ſhield 
-:CBetwixt” my boſom and the fiend i detrude 
640 To its own dark domain. But light my ſoul, 
Imp'd with thy glittering wings, to ſcenes of joy, 
Tol health and life, for health and life are thine: 
And fire 1 — with the ſkies. 
ib H D nad : gn vt ei nao 
But . . In thee, 
645 Adar thy blood, my Jeſus! (Bow, 'O/carth ! 
Heav'n bends beneath the name, and all its ſons, 
The hierarchy! drop Jow the proftrate knee, 
Ala ſink; in humble wife, upon'theftars) == 
Ves, on thy blood and name my hope depends... 
68 My — on worlds depend 6n thee ; 
LU £ Live 
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Live in thy death, from thy ſepulchre riſe. 
ih: influential vigour reinſpires | 
This feeble frame: diſpells the ſhade of death; 
And bids mè throw myſelf on God i in prayer. 
655 A chriſtian ſoul is God's beloved houſe: 
And Pruy'r the incenſe which perfumes the ſoul: 
Beſiege the golden gates of ; heay'n, and force, 
With holy violence, a bleſſing donn 
666 In living ſtreams. If Hezekiah's pray'r 
The ſun arreſted in his prone career, 
And bade the ſhadow ten degrees return 
On Ahaz- dial, whirling back the day: * 197 
Pour out thyſelf, my ſoul! with fervent zcal, 
665 With ovet-flawing ardour,. and with faith 
-» Unwavering.:; To aſſiſt me, and to Gvell 
(2 2 fainting ſpirits to ſublime deſires, 
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Wowdf Taylor from his ftarry throne deſcend, 
Fear would Have end: fur by his ſacred aid, 
656 To le wete happineſs, and gain to die. 
No: let him ſtill adorn his ſtarry throne, 
mee by Laboufs d divine: © | 
For, lo! the man of God, and friend of man, 
Theron, the pureſt'breaſty and warmeſt heart, 
675 Flys on the wings of charity and love 
To jolt me in the ſaving . Taſk, and raife 
My weaker: pswers witlr his abundant zeal : 
Pure; ſweet, and glowing as the incens' d fires, 
00 SBlemen, thy golden-altar, fadr'd | 
680 By "Sings of Cherubins into a flame: 
on the ſkies the aromatick 3 
— re to the throne of grace. 
| united | mild 07 au, ins vi) Still, 


u ep Junxruy Tavion, to whoſe too much nezlected Works the 
Author owns himſelf indebted for the beſt ſentiments in this Poem. 
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Still, tho' I feel theſe ſuccours from the ſkies 
685 In operation. mighty ! ſtill remain 

Inferior aids behind : terreſtrial ſtores 
Medicinal: the inſtruments of God. 

For God ® created the Pursician ! God 
Himſelf on earth, our great Fhyſician! fpread 
690 O'er Sick and Weak, ſhadowing, his healing 

* Each miracle a cure ! --- Before diſeaſe, ws 

Offspring of ſin, infeſtedd human-kind, 

In Paradiſe, the vegetable ſeeds | 
Sprung from their maker's hand,invigorate-ftrong 
69s With Mc&'cin. He foreſaw our future ills 3 

Foreſcein g; he provided ample cure ; 

| Foffils, , and fimples : 7 Solomon, thy: aug 
Nature's hiſtorian : wiſeſt of the wiſe! 


| | Tho' 
171 11 
Ecer. chap, xxx q. v. 3] } "+ eee. 1 n ir. v. 33. 


96 _srolNits's Bobk AI. 
Tho' Paradiſe be loſt; the tree of life 
700 H tnetb cin blooms: then pla ith healing fruits, 
And with thankſgiving: eat; and, | eating, live. 


| + 
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Ev'n pagan — —— 2 her. ſons or, 
As one, the God of phyſick and the . 
bo Fountain. of vegetation and of life, 
705 Apollo, ever blooming, ever young, 
Aud from bis art immor 


The prime of human race = S _ deduc'd 
The bright original of phyſick s power: 
2:01 And; mor unjuſtly, deem'd that he who fav'd 
710 Millions from n. W ſhou'd never die. 


2 gc: & b: in 
cortth; ET + various pipes ** tubes, 
Veins, arteries, and ſine ws, organiz d, 
T | e 
* See PL III Natural. Hiſt. vol. 3. EL ziv. | 
"+ Ses Lord Bacon of the Advancement of Learning. 
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Man, when in healthy-tune, harmonious wakes 
The breath of melody, in vocal-praiſe, 
715 Delighting earth and heav'n! diſcordant, oft, 
As accident,. or time, or fate prevail, 
This human-organ ſcarce the bellows heaves 
Of yital-reſpiration z or in pain, 
With pauſes ſad. What art divine ſhall tune 
-20 To order and refit this ſhatter'd frame ? 
What fingers touch into a voice again? 
Or muſick re-inſpire ? Who, but the race 
Of Pæan? who but Phyſick's ſaving ſons 2 
But ſomething yet, beyond the kindly-{kill © 
725 Of Pan's ſons, diſcaſe, like mine, demands: 
Nepenthe to the ſoul, as well as life. 


DO for {mother's watchful tenderneſs, - 

And father's venerable care l. But they 

| l g 5 
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In liſe immortal, gather endleſs joys, 
730 Reward of charity, of innocence/, 
Of pleaſing manners, and a life unblam'd ! 
The tears of poverty and friendſhip oft 
Their modeſt tombs bedew.; where Eden's flood, 
(ituna *clep'd: by bards of old renown, | 
7357 Purpled with Saxon and with Britiſh blood) 
Laves the ſweet vale, that firſt my pratling Muſe 
Provok'd to numbers, broken as the ruins 
Of Roman towers which deck its lofty banks, 
And ſhine more beauteous by decay;---But hark! 
740 What muſick glads my car? "Tis Theron's voice, 
Theron a father, mother: both, a _ 
Pain flies before his animating touch: 
The gentle preſſure of his cordial hand, 
A burning mountain from my boſom heaves ! 
745 What wonders, ſacred friendſhip, flow from thee! 
' | 's +. One 
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One period from a friend enlivens more, 

Than all Hippocrates and Galen's tomes, 
Than all the med' cines they unfold. I feel 
Myſelf renew'd ! not only health, but youth, 

7 50 Rolls the briſk tide, and ſparkles at my heart. 
As the live- atoms of Campanian wines 
Dance in the virgin cryſtal, and o erlooæ 
With glorifyi ing foam, the neQar'd beim 3 
Smiling, and lending ſmiles to ſocial wit, 

755 The jocund hearth, and hoſpitable board. 


Friendſhip is a religion, from the firſt 
The ſecond- beſt: it points, like that, to heav” n. 
And almoſt antidates, on earth, its bliſs. 
But Vice and F olly never friendſhip knew: 
760 Whilſt Wiſdom grows by friendſhip ſtill more 


Wiſe. 
Her fetters, are a ſtrong defence; her chains, 


O 2 A robe 
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4. of glory; Optur gold, her bands; 
* — who wears Bug wears a crown me, Joy. 


* oh 
14 


Friendſhip's the ſteel, which ſtruck emits the 
e peabe;"beticvolence; and zel 
Spreading their glowing ſeeds---A holy fire 
Whete honour beams on honour, truth on truth; 
Bright as the eyes of angels and as pure. 

An altar whence two gentle- loving hearts 
770 Mount to the ſkies in one conſpiring blaze 
And ſpotleſs union. *Fis the neQtar-ſtream 
Which feeds and elevates ſeraphic love--- 
Health is diſeaſe, life death, without a friend. 


de END of the SE:conD Book. 
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NOTES and ALLUSIONS. 


Ver. 94. Taſſoni, hiding his diminiſh'd head, &c. 


Taſſeni by his Raye or Tux BUCKET, and Boileau by his Lurkix, were 
reckoned the moſt celebrated Mock-Heroic Poets amongſt the moderns, before 
the RAPE oF THE LoCK. 


Ver. 106. - Eliſa's moan. 
The original Latin Letters of theſe celebrated lovers are publiſhed by the 


learned Dr. Rawlinſon (from whoſe very exact labours we expect a continuation 


of the Atbenæ Oxonienſes.) They are likewiſe tranſlated by Mr. Jabn Hug bes, 
with an account of their paſſion and misfortunes, from Monſ. Bayle. 


Ver. 125, Like Ihum built, &c. | 


Troy walls I built (for ſuch were Jove's commands) 
And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hands. 


Ver. 154. Where Socrates and Horace jointly reign. 


Man was the ſole ſubje& of Socrates's Philoſophy. Xenophon. Memor. B. i. 
& Dog. Laërt. He firſt 2 Tully) reduc'd Philoſophy to common life, and 
enquired into the nature of Virtue and Vice; of Good and Evil. Acad. Quæſt. 
Socrates, as well as Horace, choſe to laugh men into virtue; and his. diſcourſes 
were full of humour, acuteneſs, and wit ; at the fame time mixed with gravity. 
Cicero ſays, that he excelled all mankind in pleaſantneſs and urbanity. De Orat. 
I. 2. Libanius, in his Apology, acquaints us, that the end of all his labours was 
only to promote Virtue. | 

Uni æquus Virtuti atque ejus amicis. 
To Virtue only, and her friends a friend. 


Ver. 185. Minerva from the labouring brow of Jove. 


Minerva is feign'd to have ſprung from the head of Jupiter. She was the 
Patroneſs of the Athenians, and Goddeſs of Wiſdom, hoy 


Ver. f 


* NOTES and ALLUSIONS. 


Ver. 199. As once thy breathing harveſt, Cadmus, ſprung. 


Cadmus is reported by the Poets to have ſlain a monſtrous ſerpent in Bæotia, 
at the co of Minerva; and ſowed its teeth in a field, which produced 
an hoſt of armed ſoldiers ; who, fighting, flew one another. See Ovid. Met. 
J. iii. Suidas, Pauſanias, &c. Tis ſaid, that he ſowed ſerpents teeth, and 
that ſoldiers in armour ſprung up from them ; becauſe, as Bochart obſerves, in 
the Phenmcian language, to expreſs men armed with brazen darts and ſpears 


of braſs, wy made uſe of words, which might be tranſlated ©& armed with 
* the teeth of a ſerpent.” - 


Ver. 232. Yet fancy's mimick work, &c. 
Ihe following lines upon delirious dreams may appear very extravagant to a 
reader, who never experienc'd the diſorders which fickneſs cauſes in the brain; 
but the author thinks that he has rather ſoftened than exaggerated the real 
deſcription, as he found them operate on his own imagination at that time. 


Ver. 239. From Heliconion cliffs devolu'd, &c. 


Sir G. Wheeler, in his voyages, has given a very beautiful deſcription of an 

hermitage on the borders a mount Helicon, belonging to the convent of Saint 

Luke the Hermit, not the Evangeliſt, called Sririotes, from his dwelling in 
thoſe deſerts. See Wheeler's Journey into Greece, Fol. B. iv. p. 325. 


Ver. 264. Warbled to Dorigue reeds, &c. 


Thoſe different inſtruments are deſigned to expreſs the ſeveral parts of Poetry, 
to which they were adapted, viz. Paſtoral, Ode, Heroic, Cc. 


Ver. 283. Hark, how the anvils, &c. 
See Hom. Lias, B. xvii. Virg. Eu. B. viii. 


Ver. 287. Demand Typhaus ſtrength, &c. 


Suppos'd, by poetical writers, amongſt the giants to have attempted to de- 
* the og Jupiter ſtruck entry F thunderbolt, and buried hini 
under a mountain. He was faid to be of that extraordinary bulk, that with 
one hand he touch'd the eaſt, with the other the weſt ; whilſt his head rais'd 
itſelf to the ſtars. See Heſiod, Theog. Ovid, Met. Strabo, l. 13, &c. Homer 
fays, DT. I. ii. he was buried under Inarime, a mountain near Naples. Virgil 
follows his account, Eu. B. x. and Claudian, de Rap. Proſerp. l. iii. & Lu- 
can, I. v. But Pindar tells us, under ÆEina in Sicily, Pyth, i. and Ovid the 
fame, Faſt. I. iv. | 


Ver, 
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Ver. 291. eins of Phlegon. to my bands. 
Phlegon, one of the horſes of the ſun, Ovid, Met. l. ii. 
Ver. 299. Aſtolpho's horn, 


A horn, in which if he do once but blow, 
The noiſe thereof ſhall trouble men ſo ſore, 
That all both ſtout and faint ſhall fly therefro, 
So ſtrange a noiſe was never heard before. 


Ariofto's Orlando Furioſo, tranſlated by 
Sir Jobn Harrington, B. xv. Stanz. 10. 


With this horn Aſtolpho affrighted the Amazons. See Book xx. St. 60, &c. 
and even Rogero, Bradamant, &c. in diſſolving the enchanted palace, B. xxii. 
St. 18, Sc. Drives away the Harpics from _ B. XXXill. St. 114, Se. 


Ver. 305. — e 4 1 tale, 
Yet worthy to be. told in modern ſong.” 


This ſtory is related. by, Pauſanias,. pag. 227. edit. Xyland. The antient 
cuſtoms of the Orgia, or feaſts of Bacchus, and of the facrifice, are alluded to 
in the ſeveral parts of this epiſode. 1 won't tire the reader with alluſions; 
but only obſerve, that the rites and ceremonies of the Dionyſia are fully treated 


of, amongſt the moderne, by Tylius * Nat alis Comes, Dempſter in notis 
ad Roſinum, &c. 


Ver. 720. Pæan. 


Pæan, commonly uſed for the hymn at the feaſts of Apollo; but ſometimes 
for Apollo himſelf. So Juvenal: 


Parce, precor, Pæan, & tu depone ſagi tas. 
Ver. 733: Eden's flood, 


Eden, tho? but ſmall, Ne 
Yet often ſtain'd with blood of many a band 
Of Scots and Engliſh both, that tined on his ſtrand. 


Spenſer's Fairy Queen, Book i iv. | Canto 11. 


Ver. 7 56. Friendſbip is à religion. 


My ſecond religion, friendſhip. 
Dr. Donne to Sir H. Goodeere. See his Letters, 4h. 


Ver, 
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ARGUMENT. 


#& HJLSw 


Refeions Sichuſe at the WW, 22 Fer of * c 
on Heaven alone. Preſpect of Futurity at this Funtture. 
Suan dian Angels Hymn to Mexcv. Deſcription of Her. 
| 1 ſ[endg Męeia to [the Well of Lifes both deſeriÞ d. Her 
Deke, d, fefts. Abatement of the Diſtemper 2 
to Sr r Recovery —_ ; and Plafure j — 
thence. Health by Degrees reſtor d. Compariſon LS 
Sickneſs and Health in Se to the Body 2 Mind. Effects 
it ought to have in the Solitudet of & —  Excurſrer to the 


Battle at Tournay. Reflections on Fu a — 
| with a Hymn to the Txmity. - © 


QVIFT too, : Y thy tale is ; told : a E a name, 

Non ore | than ! Lucian. At the conqueſt, Death 
Grinn'd, grimly glad; renewing Hollen J dance. 
Fa antaſtic Humour ! the feeling ſimi, 
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The ſtenle tnement of mould 'ring clay) 
Who fadden'd at their parting; -'- Ves, -I feel 
Thy leaden band, O Death! ir preſſes hard, 
40 It weighs tlie farulties of motion down, _ _ 

_ -ThaQive as the font of à dull ok; 
And drags me to thy duſty chains: the wheels 
1 faſtned to the Grave; nor whirl, 

1::-Longery the fiery eluriot on. ard 7 
45 The ftrugyſe for Eternity 1 "ner 

211" Rrerniry! illimitable, vaſt; - * 
—— For Heavin and 1Hell, 

- - Arecehter'd;-\Sleep:or Death are on my heart: 
1 . eee, My ſenſes reel. 

Zan pe io toni „cri lbild 311 of joy! 

© What nes Added themſelves! What * 
Wust rivergof delight! What golden bow'rs 

"1 75 oa 


Biox- Bl SECK'NDSS 
I hear angelick-inſtruments, I ſee _ 
58 Primæval ardouns, and eſſential forms 3 
The ſons of light, but of created light, 
All energy, the diligence of Goo! 
Migbt I but join them! Lend your glitt ring wings, 
Waft me, O quickly waft me to yon crown, 
6 Bright with the flaming roſes of the zone 
Sideneal. O] gracious, they, beck ning, ſmile, 
They {mule me to the {kies { Hope leads the way: 
I fly; I ſpring ; I mount! What fury ſhakes 
Bar Henn n and e rs? 
157 
— e at y W 
Beheld l. the: paints to burning rocks, to-yaves 
--Fulphurpay malten deaq, and boiling gulphs, 
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va eponwpss von III. 
70 'Ti-horviblef.UcO fave me from myſelf .. 
O fave 6 Jzav! Hala burſt of light 
Blesds wii the Empyreum's ature tide, 
w abe nebel th imp eres 
And ſhiouting Where's thy Victory, O Grave ? 
s Rad ubete, O Death, thy Sting? I ſee her ſpread 
Her ſaviog banner o'er. my Soul (the Croſs !) 
Aud elf it wipers. Thick bre d f day; 
„ <Imaaculate,' e _—_—— 
es Aud bath my it; 
a2 Hecht aut zg -an 1 7.94 Wi 
— a itn of my as Tj, 
. Aud leaning on — Hs 
2 ern rays of ethic World 7 dubjous ef Life, 
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My guardian-angel rais'd his potent' — 


(For Angels miniſter to Man, intent 
On offices of gentleneſs, and love.) 


99 U 


Hear, Mexcv! ſweeteſt daughter of the ſkies, 
« Thou lovelieſt image of thy Father's face, 


© Thou bleſſed, fount, whence, grace and [goodneſs 
' I. Auſpicious, hear! extend thy helping arm, 


« With pitying readineſs, with willing aid, 


* ft thy ſervant from the yale of Death, 


95 


“No groveling in the duſt, into the fields 


Of Comfort, and the paſtures green of health. 
Hear, Mercy,'fweeteſt daughter of the-ſkies ! 

lf ere thy ſervant to the Poor his ſoul 

Drew out, and taught the Fatherleſs to ſing; 


100 
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© I-ereby pity warm d, and not by pride, 


He clcathd a Nähe sand the Hungry fed; 


66 It 


4 
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lt ere diſtreſs; and miſery; forelorn, 
& Deceiv id his'theek, and ſtole his untaughit tear, 
An humble drop of thy celeſtial dew ? ' 
108 *“ Hear, Mercy, ſweeteſt daughter of the ſkies. 
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Sprung from the boſom of eternal bliſs, 
Thy goodneſs reaches farther than the Grave; 
Aud near the gates of Hell extends thy ſway, 
% Omnipotent !” All, fave the curſed crew 
110 * Infernal, and the-blackrebeltious hoſt 
Of Lucifer, within thy ſweet domain 
Feed on ambrofia, and may hope the ſtars. 
% Hear, Mercy, ſweeteſt daughter of the ſkies. 
« By thee, the great Phyſician from the bed 


| 115 © Of Gatktieſs call'd the fick; the blind, the lame; 


«He burſt the grave's relentleſs bars by thee, 
And ſpoke the dead to life and bloom again. 
« His 


| 
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ct His miracles, thy work ; their glory, thine : 
4 Then, O thou deareſt attribute of G op! 

120 © Thy faving health to this thy ſervant lend! 
„Hear, MERcy, ſweeteſt daughter of the ſkies! * 


Inclin'd upon a dewy-ſkirted cloud 
Fleecy with gold, and dropping fatneſs down, 
Plenty and bliſs on Man, with looks as mild 
As ev'ning ſuns (when flowry-footed May 
Leads on the jocund hours, when Love himſelf 
Flutters in green) effuſing heart. felt joy 
Abundant, MRcr ſhone with ſober grace, 
And majeſty at once with ſweetneſs mix d 

130 Ineffable. A rainbow o'er her head, 

The covenant of Go p, betok ning peace 

Twixt Heav'n and Earth, its florid arch diſplay d, 

High- bended by th'Almighty's glonious hand ; 
Ars Q 2 2 The 
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116 SICEN ESA Böbr II. 
_ The langulſh of the dove upon her eyes 
135 In placid radiance melted, from the throne 
Of Grace infeo'd;/ and fed with Tight 2. Her Tmiles 
_ -Rypanſive cheer'd the undetermin'd. tracks? 
Of all Creation, from th* æthereal cope 
Auguſt with moving fires, down to the ſhades 
140 Infernal) and the reign of darkneſs drear. 
wen Men refine to Angels from her gaze, 
Gtacidus, invigorating, full of Heav n! 
When Juſtioe eyes Her from th upliftect arm 
Ale the thunder falls: tlie clouds diflbive; 
145 (With: frowning - wrath and ſmouldring food 


+ engorg') 
e TEES: Apt 7. 
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This igterloL the Lamb, to een _ rs 
h And interceſſion, opes her ready nn 


Dompaſſionate 3 * * * 
84 T 8 0 cc Hyg. 
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150 % Hygeia, hie thee to the well of Life; 
C There dip thy fingers; touch his head & breaſt; 
Three drops into his mouth infuſe, unſeen, 
„ Save by the eye of Faith: he yonder lies- 
Deſcend, and take the ev'ning's. weſtern wing,” i 


155 She ſaid. Hygeia bow'd; and bowing, fill'd 
The circumambient air with od'rous ſtreams, 
Pure eſſence of ambroſia ! Not the breath”! 
Of Lebanon; from cedar allies blow, 7-2 
Of Lebanon, with aromatick gales 

160 Luxuriant, ſpikenard; aloes, myrchiand balin ; 
Nor.the wiſe eaſtern Monarch's garden 'vyU 

In fragrance, when his fair Circaſſian ſpouſe, 
Enamdui da call'd upon tlie South to fan 1 81 
It's; beds of ſpices” and her boſom oo, 
165 Panting witl danguiſbment and love. Hela fires. 
SAT Forth 


( 
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Pouring its cryſtal, laves the ftreets of G o p, 

(Where Sickneſs never comes, nor Age, nor Pain) 
_ . Faſt-trickfing o'er the pebble-gems. Beneath 

170 Unfading amarant and aſphodel, 

A mirrour ſpreads its many- colour d round, 

| Moſaick-work, inlaid by hands divine 

* en n Weiminathg each 

| 275 Emn'raldand 2 — cs! 

The light reflects, celeſtial quarries yield, 

Colleges thus the waters, dimpling, end 


1380 Their ſoft-progreflive lapſe. The cherubs hence 
Immortal vigour quaff and bliſs unblam'd. 


» X * 
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Nor only flow for you, ye ſons of light, 
0 Ja 
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The ſtreams of comfort and of life; but flow 
To heal the nations. Wonderful to tell, 
185 The aged they renew, the dead revive, 
And more, the feſters of the wounded ſoul, 
Corrupted, black, to priſtine white relume 
And ſaint- like innocence. The myſtic dove 
Broods, purifying, o'er them, with his wings. 
190 The Angel, who Betheſda's troubled pool 
Stirr'd, firſt his pinions with theſe vital drops 
Sprinkled; then pour'd himſelf into the flood, 
Inſtilling health and nutriment divine, 


Its waves to quicken, and exalt its pow'rs. 


195 Here lights Hygeia, ardent to fulfil 
Mzxcy's beheſt. The bloom of Paradiſe n 
Liv'd on her youthful cheek, & glow d the Spring. 
The deep carnations in the eaſtern ſkies, : 

When 
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When raddy Morning walks along the hills, 
200 Illuſtriouſly red, in purple dews, 
Are languid to her bluſes; for ſhe bluſh'd - 


As through the op'ning File of winged Flames, 
Bounding, ſhe lightned, and her ſapphire eyes 
Wich modeſt luſtre bright, improving Heav'n, 
205] Caſt, ſweetly, round, and bow d to her corhpeers, 
An Angel amid Angels. Light ſhe ſprung 
Along th' empyreal road: her locks diſtilld 
Salaubrious ſpirit on the ſtars. Full ſoon 
She paſt d the gate of pearl, and down the (ky, 
210 Præcipitant, upon the ev'ning wing 
| Cleaves the live æther, and with healthy balm 
| — and un of ſweets. 
ati lo WMcoid- at ed e194 g 6 
-Cobltig bei her eee the wanton birds, 
— carol forth, in livelier lays, 
ton, And 
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And merrier melody, their grateful hymn, 
Brisk-flutt'ring to the breeze. Eftſoons the hills, 
Beneath the gambols of the lamb and kid, 

Of petulant delight, the circling.maze 
(Bruſh'd off its dews) betray. All nature ſmiles, 
With double day delighted. Chief, on Man 
The Goddeſs ray'd herſelf: He, wond'ring, feels 
His heart in driving tumults, vig'rous, leap 
And guſhing ecſtaſy : burſts out his tongue 


In laud, and unpremeditated ſong, 
Obedient to the Muſick in his veins. 
Thus, when at firſt, the inſtantaneous light 


Sprung from the voice of God, and, vivid, threw 
Its golden mantle round the riſing ball, 
The cumb'rous maſs, ſhot through with vital 
And plaſtick energy, to motion rowl. = 
The drowzy elements, and active rule: 

| 1 * Sudden 
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Book III. 
Sudden the morning ſtars, together, ſang, 
235 And ſhouted all. the ſons of | GoD {or joy. | 
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Enters, Hygeia, and her task performs, | | 
Wich healing fingers touch d my breaſf and head; 
Ire drops into my mouth infus d, unſeen,” 

Save by ns . of Faith: * 8 — 
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240 A8 mt in 3 „. N 24 
Of ſcuthern gales, by ſoft degrees, diſſol ves 
Trickling, yet flow, away; and looſned froſts 
The genial impreſs feel of vernal ſuns, 

Relenting to the ray: my torpid limbs 

245 The healing virtue of Hygeia's hand 

7 101 And ſalutary influence perceives 
I nſtant to wander through the Whole. e heart 
Begins to melt, o er- running into joy, 

Late froze with agony, Kind tumults ſeize 


- 
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250 My pi, conſcious of returning eaſe, 

And dire Diſeaſe abating from the cells 
And mazy haunts of Life. The judging leech 
Approves the ſymptoms, and my hope allows, 


#% 
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The hoſtile humours ceaſe to bubble o'er 

255 Their big: diſtended channels; quiet now 
And ſinling into peace. The organs heave 
Kindlier with life: And Nature's fabrick near 
To diſſolution ſhatter'd, and its mould 

To duſt diſſolvꝰd, tho? not its priſtine frength 

260 (de lug agent oF ie healthy prime)” 
Vet gentle force fecovers; to maintain, 
Againſt the tyrant Desti batter ering aſſaults, 
The fort of Life. But darkneſs, preſent Mill, 3 
And — ſweet repoſe, beſt med. geg Sleep, 


r 
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265 Forbid my heart bon fl carouſe of FI. 
K 2 Soft 
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Soft pow'r of ſlumbets ; dew y- feather d Sleep ; 
Kind nurſe of Nature! whither art thou fled, 
A ſtranger to my ſenſes, weary'd out 
H, With pain, and aking for thy preſence? Come, 
270 O come! embrace me in thy liquid arms; 

Exert thy drowzy virtue, wrap my limbs 
In downy indolence, and bathe in balm, -_ - 
Faſt-flowing from-th' abundance of thy horn 
With nouriſhment replete, and richer ſtor'd 
275 Than Amalthea's ; who (fo Poets feign) | 
With honey and with milk ſupply'd a God, 
And fed the Thunderer. Indulgent qu 
Thy couch of poppies ! ſteal thyſelf on me, 
(In rory miſts fuffus'd and clouds of gold) 
280 e thou mildeſt cordial of the world! 


The ſhield his pillow, in he tented field, | 
By Thee, the Soldier, bred in iron-war, 


F orgets 
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Forgets the mimiek thunders of the day, 
Nor envies Luxury her bed of down. | 
285 Rock'd by the blaſt, and cabbin'd in the ſtorm, 
The Sailor huggs Thee to the doddering maſt, 
. Of, ſhipwreck negligent, while Thou art kind, 
TheCaptive's freedom, Thou! theLabourer's hire; 
The Beggar's ſtore; the Miſer's better gold 
290 The health of Sickneſs 3; and the youth of Age! 
At thy approach the wrinked front of Care 
Subſides into the ſmooth expanſe of ſmiles. 
And, ſtranger far! the Monarch, crown d by Thee, 
Beneath his wu of * gains _ 


* 


29 1 ON Nun is is mine „ tha be : i 
Ev: 'n. tho, my eyes are ſeal d, am 2 alone? 
Ah ſeal d, but not by Thee The world is dumb, 
Exhald by air, an awful ſilence rules 
2811 TL nl 
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Still as thy brothers teign or foot of Time. 
300 Ev'n.nightingales are mute; and levers reſt, 
.cricSteep dun thy inſſhence, and vcaſe to ſigh / 
Or only ſigh in ſlumbets . Fifteen nights 
The Mom has ll d-in glory Wer dib sky; 
:; 511] Aw-ofedtht Sun has! ſhone-het from the ſphere, 
305 : Since; gentle Skip, I felt thy CerteH dec. 
! + Theniliſten>b iny moaning nor gehy!! 5 © 0 
Toſſooth me witli chy foftriefsy 't6/otrfhade 
Thy ſuppliant with ie FINL G r bled; 
ee Kiglilp co avets my/tettiples withi thy «wand. 
| Fog enigsg molly lo ifi ed deo 


310 So, full and frequent, may the crimſon fields 
With poppids Bluff; Gbr feel #'Tarquin's hand. 
_ < Soinayithe WelliWirndSfghjth"tthutt"rih 2 brook, 
muThebimetody of vitt, Tante ute, 
oe ICS B&aldthelfountds 
That 
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315 That dare intrude on thy devoted hour. 


Nor Boreas bluſter, nor the thunder roar, 


Dor ſcreech-owl flap his wing, nor ſpirit yell, 
As neath the trembling of the moon he walks, 
Within the circle of thy ſtill domain. 
3520 He comes! he comes] the reconciling power 
Of Pain, Vexation, Care, and Anguiſh comes! 
He hovers in the lazy air: 2 lie 2 f 
With ne * ſenſes down. 
mud, Saig sel- ar b 
- - - I thank thee, as [. .-Heav*ns! is the day 
325 To my deſiring eyes? their lids, unglew'd 
Admit the long. loſt light, now ſtreaming in 
Painfully clear l. O check the rapid gleam 
With ſhading {ilk till the weak vifuaf orb, 
Stronger and ſtronger, dares imbibe the ſun, 
330 Nor Wat' ring, twinkle at unfolded da. 
163 3 | As, 


SICKNESS. Book III. 

As, where, in Lapland, Night collects her reign, 
Oppreſſive, over half the rounded year 
Young Orra- moor, in furry ſpoils inroll'd, 

335 Shagged and warm, firſt ſpies th* imperfect bluth 

þ Of op'ning Light, exulting; ſcarce her eyes 

| The luſtre bear, tho? faint; but, wid'ning faſt 

Th* unbounded tide of ſplendor covers, fair, 

Th' expanded Hemiſphere ; and fills her fight 

340 With — her . e rns. 


Sight W Tho the feeling ſenſe 
Thrills from Ianthe's hand; at Handel's lyre 
Tingles the ear; tho? ſmell from bloſſom'd beans 
Arabian ſpirit gathers ; and the draught, 
345 Sparkling from Burgundy's exalted vine, 

Streams nectar on the palate: Vet, O Sight ! 

A : Weak 


* 
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Weak their ſenſat ions, when compar'd with Thee. 
Without Thee, nature lies unmeaning gloom. 
Whatever ſmiles on Earth, or ſhines in Heav' n, 
350 From ſtar of Venus to Adonis flower; 
Whatever Spring can promiſe ; Summer warm 
To rich maturity; gay Autumn roll 
Into the lap of Plenty, or her horn 
Winter's majeſtic horrors —-all are Thine. 
355 All varying in order's pleaſing round, 
In regular confuſion grateful All! 


And now progreſſive Health, with kind repair, 
My fever-weakned joints and languid limbs 
New. brace. Live vigour and auxiliar'd nerves 
360 Sine w the freſhned frame in bands of ſteel. 

As in the trial of the furnace Ore, . 
From baſer dregs refin d, and droſſy ſcum, - 


8 Flames 


XY 
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Flames more refulgent, and admits the ſtamp 
Of Majeſty to dignify the gold, 

365 "Cx8ar or GEORGE! the human body, thus, 

Enamel'd, not deform'd, from Sickneſs rage 

Mote manly features borrows, and a grace 


4 
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Severe, yet worthier of its Sovereign form. 
The Patriarch of Uz, Son of the Morn, 
Envy'd of Lucifer, by ſores and blanes 
Sharply improv'd, to fairer honours roſe; 
Leſs his beginning bleſt than latter end. 
How late a tortur'd lump of baleful pain, 
"The ſoul immerg'd in one inactive maſs 
Of breathing blanes each elegance of ſenſe, 
Each intellectual ſpark and fiery ſeed 
Of Reaſon, Mem'ry, Judgment, Taſte and Wit, 
Extinct and ſmother'd in unwieldy Clay 
Sjͤcarce animated. And (O Bleſling !) now 


370 


I ſeem 
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380 I ſeem to tread the winds ; to overtake 
The empty Eagle in her early chaſe, 1; 
Or nimble-trembling Dove, from preyful beak, 
In many a rapid, many a cautious round, 
Wheeling præcipitant: I leave behind, 
385 Exulting o'er its aromatic hills, 
The bounding Bether-Roe. The Poet's mi; 
Effluence eſſential of heat and light!) 
Not mounts a loftier wing; when fancy leads 
The glitt' ring track, and points him to the i 
390 Excurſive: He empyreal air inhales, 
Earth fading from his flight ! triumphant ſoars 
Amid the pomp of planetary worlds, 
: Ranging infinitude, beyond the ſtretch 
Of Newton's ken, Reformer of the ſpheres, 
395 And, gaining on the Heav'ns, enjoys his home 


82 The 
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The Winter of Diſeaſe all paſs'd away, 
The Spring of Health, in bloomy pride, calls forth 
-Emboſom'd bliſs, of roſy-winged praiſe 
The rifing incenſe, the impaſſion'd glance 
400 Of gratitude, the pant of honour, quick 
| With emulating zeal ; the florid wiſh 
For ſacred happineſs; and cordial glow 
From conſcious Virtue felt. All the ſweet train 
Of Vernal Solitude's refining walks, | 
10s Beſt gift of Heav'n, and ſource of nameleſs joys ! | 


|" Come,Contemplation! therefore, fromthy haunts, 
From Spenſer's tomb, (who knows : not Spenſer' a 
Oft-viſited by me; certes, by all, 

Touch'd by che Muſe: from Richmond green 
410 Where Nature's Bard the Seaſons on his page 

A Steals from the . s rich hand: or Welwyn groves, 
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415 


420 


425 


To taſte the | pirit of the fragrant Spring 


Swells greenly-grateful on the cheriſh'd eye! 


And thank him with their odours for his beams; 5 
Mild image of himſelf! reflected fair, 
Buy faintneſs fair, and amiably mild ! 


Where Young, the friend of Virtue and of Man, 
Sows with poetick ſtars the Nightly ſong, 

To Phoebus dear as his own day! and drowns 
The nightingale's complaint in ſadder ſtrains 
And ſweeter elegance of woe. O come! 

Now ev'ning mildly-ſtill and ſofter funs 


(While every breeze is flowing balm) invite 


Salubrious; from mead or hawthorn-hedge 
Aromatiz'd, and pregnant with delight 
No leſs than Health. And what a proſpe& round | 


A univerſal bluſh ! a waſte of ſweets ! 
How live the flow'rs, and, as the zephyrs blow, 


Wave a ſoft luſtre on their parent- ſun, 


bann 


Book III. 
30 Fark! how the airy echoes talk along 
With undulating anſwer, ſoft or loud, 
The mocking ſemblance of the imag'd voice, 
Babling itinerant from wood to hill, 
| From hill to dale, and wake their ſiſters round, 
435 To multiply delight upon the ear. 


As float the clouds, romantic fancy pours 
The magazines of Proteus forth, and builds 
Huge caſtles in the air; while veſſels ſail 
Spacious, along the fluid element; 

440 And dragons burn in gold, with azure ſtains 
Speckled ; Ten thouſand inconſiſtent ſhapes 
Shift on the eye, and through the welkin roll. 


* 
L 


Here tufted hills ! there ſhining villas riſe, 
ces ; and temples, ſolemn, fill the mind 
P With 
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445 With beauty, ſplendor, and religious awe! 


Peace o'er the-plains expands her ſnowy wing, 


Dove- ey d; and buxom Plenty laughs around 


Far different objects mortify the eye | 
Along thy borders, Scheld: (with William's tears 
450 Ennobled, tears from brave Humanity 
And Royal Pity drawn! nor of his blood 
Leſs prodigal !) Inſtead of herbag'd plains, 
Of fields with golden plenty waving wide, 
Of lowing vallies, and of fleecy hills: 
455 What magazines of Death! what flaming ſwords 
Deſtruction brandiſn; what a burniſh'd glare 
Of horror wander's round ; what carnage vile 
Of dubitable limbs; what groaning piles 
Of dying warriors on th' enſanguin'd earth 
460 (Ev'n ſons of Britain, chiefs of high renown) 


Grov'ling _ 
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Grov ling in duſt, and with unmartial fires 
Sheer blaſted ! O tis pitiful to ſight ! 
It ſmites the honeſt brain and heart! The cloud, 
Belch'd from the brazen throat of War,wou'd hide, 
465 Induſtrious, the ruin which it ſpreads, 
As if aſham'dof Maſfacre- - But hark l. 
What dire exploſion tears th* embowel'd sky, 
And rumbles from th' infernal caves? The roar 
Of Etnaẽ's troubled caverns, when ſhe heaves 
470 Trinacria from her marble pillars, fix'd 
On the foundations oſ the ſolid earth, 
And Thetis' bellows from her diſtant dens, 
 O'erwhelm the ear!---A mine with deadly ſtores 
Infuriate, burſt ; and a whole ſquadron'd hoſt 
475 Whirl'd through the riven air. A human ſhow'r 
With ſmouldry ſmoak enroll'd and wrapt in fire, 
Io cover earth with Deſolation drear ! - - - 
earl" ol Curſt 


480 Maliciouſſy inventive, from its forge, 
Of cruel ſteel, the ſulphur ſeeds of Wrath 


485 


To hurl the blazing ruin, to diſgorge 
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Curſt be the Man, the Monk, the ſon of Hell, 
The triple Moloch] whoſe 1 


Flaſh'd on the world, and taught us how to kill; 


From ſmoaking braſs the ragged inſtruments 
Of Fate, in thunder on the mangled files 
Of gallant foes: the cowardice of Hell ! 


And, what the barb'rous nations never knew, 


490 


(Tho? nouriſh'd by the Tigers, and their tongues 
Red with the gore of Lions) to involve 
The holy Temples, the religious Fanes, 

To Hallelujahs ſacred and to Peace, 
With dreadleſs fires. Shudd'ring the —— 
At Man's impiety, and ſeek the ſkies: 


They weep! while Man, couragious in his guilty | 


T Smiles 
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495 Swiles at the infant writhing on his ſpeat ; 
The hoary head pollutes the flinty ftrects 
With feanty blood ; and Virgins pray in vain. 
in ond or own „ AG — fire. 


Yet r ſhould eee burſting from the caves 

500 Of Erebus, uprear her Hydra form, 

To poiſon, Liberty, thy light divne; 

If ſhe, audacious, ſtalk in open day, 

And hiſs againſt the Throne by Heavin's own hand 
© Eftabliſh'd, and Religion Heav'n<Reform'd, 

50 Barrie rife Eaoth from fuch a bane : 
Exert thy ancient ſpirit z urge thyſelf - - 
Into the bowels of the glowing war, £ 

"Sweep her from day to multiply the Fiends, 

And ſcare the Damn'd!- and Thou! the Gon of 

80 3 the Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 

Thy 


0 
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Thy People, thy Anointed with thy: ſhield 
Cover and ſhade; unbare thy righteous arm, 
And fave us in the hollow of thy Hand! 
Michiel ſend, as erſt againſt the hoſt 
515 Of Lucifer, and let his firord be drunk | 
With Rebel-blood. The battle is thy own ; 
When Virtue, Liberty, Religion call : 
Thine is the Victory: the glory thine! * 


Turn, Contemplation, from this ſavage ſcene 
520 Of Violence and Waſte : my ſwimming eyes 
| Have loſt the beauties of the vernal view! 


Sweet are the beauties of the vernal view 
And yet Devotion wats to riobler Themes, 
And lifts the ſoul to Heav'n! For who, untouch'd, 
525 With mental adoration, feeling lau, 
| 1 Beholds 
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Beholds this living- vegetable whole, 
: This univerſal witneſs of a GOOD 
Tho' ſilent, yet convincing; uncontröul'd, 
Which meets the ſenſe, and triumph ir the ſoul ? 
530 Letime; yd wii riet, 110 212 
When Meditation led him tht dug the _ 
Sweetly in pious muſings loſt, adore 
My Gov !, for Meditation is tov poor, 
Below the ſacrifice of Chriſtian hearts: 
535 Plato cou di meditate; a Chriſtian, "mote : 
1 —— rah A or: 
me erh 
Methinks I hear, "—_ by ii wit, 
Or rather Pagan : Tho ideal founds 
Soft. wafted on the Zephyr's fancy'd'wing, 
540 Steal tuneful Notliings on the idle ard | 
. e from — — miſts exhal'd';, 


Alen S8 > cc Tho- 
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545 


cc Tho' gently Oer the academic groves 7 
The magie echoes of unbodied Senſe, 

1 Roll their light billows, unperceiy'd along, 
cc In-mildeſt utdulations! yet a Prieſt, / 


Taſteleſs and peeviſh, with his jargon ſhrill, 


830 


6 Scorns Academus: tho' its flow'rs beſtow 


On Hybla nectar, purer than her own, 


From Plato's honey-dropping tongue diſtill'd | 
«In copious ſtreams, devolving o'er the ſenſe 

© Its ſweet regalement! Philodemus, yes: 
(Tho' learn'd Lycæum's cloiſters lead the mind 


Attentive on, as far as nature leads: 


And Plato, for a Heathen, nobler dreams 


555 Than dream ſome modern Poets. Ves, a Prieſt, 


A Prieſt dares tell ye, Salem's hallow'd Walks, 


And that illumin d mountain, where a Gop, 
The God of, my ſalvation, (and J hope 


% - 
C 


Og: 
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Of thine) unutterable beauty beam'd, - 
560 (Tho ſhaded from exceſs of Deity, 
Too fierce for mortal-aking eyes to prove 
The ruſh of glory) me, defirous, draw - 
From Athen's Owls, to-Jordan's myſtic Dove. 
Thou fing of nature, and the moral charms 
565 Gild with thy painted Muſe: My fingers lift 
The lyre to Gon! Jehova! Eloim m 
Trach is my leader; only Fancy, thine : 
(Sweet Farinelli of enervate ſong !) 
l quit the myrtle, for a ſtarry crown. 
570 And know, if Sickneſs ſhed her bluiſh plagues 
From fog, or fen, or town- infected damps, 
| (And, fure I'd pity thee) among thy veins : 
9 Then, then no Platonift! thy inmoſt ſoul 
Win thank me for this Preaching ; nor diſdain 
575 To breath itſelf in pray'r, as low as mine; 
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From Gop begin, with Gon conclude the ſong; 
Thus glorifying with a Chriſtian's zeal. 


Father of Heaw'n and Earth!  Cozeval Son 
And co-exiſting Spirit! Trinal-One! A 
580 Myſterious Deity 3 Inviſible ; 3 
Indefinite, and omnipreſent Go, 

Inhabiting Eternity! Shall duft, 

Shall aſhes, dare preſume to a of Thee | 7 
O for a David's heart, and tongue of fire 

585 To rival Angels in my praife and zeal ! 
Vet love immenſe, and gratitude, with awe 
Religious mix'd, ſhall elevate the hymn, - 
My heart _—_— and - my * 


F ather-Creator ! adn beholds Thy» works, 
590 But catches Inſpiration ! Thou the earth 
| On 


22 
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Ons Nothing hung, and balanc'd in the void 
Wich a magnetic force; and central poiſe. | | 


Ocean of brightneſs Thou ! Thy grand beheſt 
Hung on thy orb, the ſun, a ſparkling drop, 
595 To light the ſtars, and feed their ſilver urns 
With unexhauſted flame; to bid them ſhine 
Eternal in their courſes, o'er the blue 
Which mantles night, and woo. us to repoſe 
With roſcid radiance. They, harmonious roll, 
600 In Majeſty of motion, ſolemn; loud, 
The univerſal Hallelujah: Sphere, 
In lucid order, quiring ſweet to ſphere, 
Deep- felt and loftier than a ſeraph's ſong; 
The ſymphony of well according worlds! 
605 But Man, thy beam, thy breath, thy image, ſhines 
The crown, the glory, and the lord of all; 
Of all below the ſtars ! a Plant, from Heav'n 
Traduc'd, 


T0 
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 Traduc's, to ſpread che ziches of its boom 
Ober Earth, and water'd with æthereal dews ; ; 
610 Incorruptible aliment! The birds 
Warble among his boughs; the cattle, ſafe, 
Paſture within bis ſade ; and earth beneath 
Th' imperial umbrage of his branches ſmiles. 
The ſmiling Earth, the ſpangled Spheres, and Man 
615 Their great Creator praiſe! but praiſe how Jong, 
_ Vnleſs.by thy Almighty Arm VERIO, |. 
Preſerver in finite By Thee unless 
Upheld, the Earth wou d from her — 5 
. The Spheres forego their courſes, (off their 11 
620 The ſilyer ſoftneſs melted into hade) 
Obſcurely diſſonant; and mortal Nan LH 
(Void of thy foſtering fires) his ſtately form 
To duſt be moulder d: Chaos wou d reſume 
Her ancient anarchy; Confuſion, rule; 
10/1 U And 


1 
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625 And Darkneſd ſwallow RLE. In Thee we live, 
In Thee we move! Our Beings in Thy chain 
Linkt to Eternity, faſten on Thees 
The plat of bur Souls! For me, (how late 
A neighbor of the worm I) when I forget 
6 630 The wonders of thy Gobdneſs ray'd on me, 
And cxale to celebrate, with — 
[tO erifone; thyplenitade of Love, 
And ew Mercy; mæy the nightly wb, , 
Which whiſpers on n) ſlumbers, ceaſe to breathe 
6 3 35 PROS impulſe through my ſoul ; 
Vntun'd, uthallow'd ! Diſcord, ſtring = __ 
Idly, my finger, preſs the fretted gold, 
Rebellious to the dictates of my hand, 
Whed indolent, to ſwell the notes for Thee, 
640 Fither of Heavn and Rarth ! - «Comval Son! 
(His Word; his Eſſence, his Effulgenee pure!) 
$1994 g Not 
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Not leſs thy Filial likeneſs I adore, 
Nor from thy Father's glory aught digjoin, _ | 

- Redeemer! Mediator! from the birth 

645 Of uncreated Time, thy Father's wrath 
(Sprung from Omniſcience !) to appeaſe, for Man, 
Upright as yet, to mediate, Mercy wak'd 

| Unbqunded Love in Thee; unbounded Love 
Contracted to the meaſure of a ſpan 

650 Immenſity of GophEAb, and thy Crown 
Reft from thy faded brow. Liſten, O Earth! 
And wonder, O ye Heav'ns ! ſhall He, whoſe Feet 
Are cloath'd with Stars, (the Glory of his Head 

For who can tell?) whoſe Looks divine illume _ 

65 5 The dazzel'd eyes of Cherubs, and the youth 

Of Saints with everlaſting bloom renew: 
Shall He, whoſe vital ſmiles with ſplendor fill 

* circuits of Creation, and ſuſtain 
brioi9 U 2 _— 


, 
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Th' abodes of all Exiſtence, from the depths 
660 Of Hell beneath, above Heav'n's higlieſt orb, 
With Life, and Heal th, and Joy ! ſhall He, to Gop 
Dear as his eye and heart, engraven there 
Deep from Eternity; alone Belo d, 
Alone Bepotten !- ſay, ſhall He become 
665 A Man ef grief for Man nay more, his Foe, 
Rebellious next the Fiends ? -Aſtoniſhment 
Had chaid'd my tongue to ſilence, if the powers 
| /Of tendereſt pity and of warmeſt love 
Provok'd not penſive meaſures, ſadder ſtrains 
670 Of elegiack-ſorrow, with the theme 
Mournfully varying. Take, my Soul redeem' d! 
O take che moaning Dove pdewadroppany wing, 
Fly;ly:ts'Solynia! and melt thy woe 
To Cedron's murmurs. Thence, extend thy flight 
675 To Golatha's' accurſed tree. Behold?" | 
T | | Clouds 
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Clouds roll'd on clouds of wrath (the blackeſt 
Of an offended Gop !) His Beauties ſhade ; 


But ſhade not long: it ſoon in drops diffolves, 


| Sweet to the ſoul as manna to the taſte, 


680 


685 


As pride of ſummer-flow'r to ſmell or fight! 
Behind this ſhadowing cloud, this myſtic gloom, 
The Sharon roſe, dy'd in the blood of Heav'n, 
The lilly of the vally, white from ſain, 
Bows the fair head, in lovelineſs declines, | 
And, ſweetly languiſhing, it droops and dies. 
But darkneſs veils the Sun : a curtain draw 


Before the paſſion ; beyond wonder great, 


Great beyond ſilence !--{awe ſtruck pauſe awhile-) 


Glory in Heav'n! Redemption to Mankind, 


And heavy as the Burthen of our Sins! - - - 


"Tis finiſh'd ! - - - Change the lyre, the numbers 


Let holy Anthem airs inſpire the hymn. | "m 


And 
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And Peace on Earth! Dominion! Bleſſing! Praiſe! 
1 Thankſgiving! Pow'r! Salvation to our Gop ! 
695: Satvation to our Gop, and to the Lamb / 
And, co-exiſting Spirit thou, whoſe breath 
My voice informs, ſhall it be mute to Thee, 
Eternal Paraclete? in Order, laſt, 
py in Glory to Omnipotence 
700 The firſty as to the ſecond ; and from both 
Proceeding ;z- (O inexplicable Name !) 
Myſtical Link of the unnumber d Three 
To Learning, Night; to Faith, the noon- tide Day. 
Soul of the Univerſe! thy Wiſdom, firſt, 
705 Von all- ſurrounding Heav'ns with cryſtal orbs 
.Garnifl'd, and living gems, in goodly ranks 
And diſciplin'd array; dividing Night 
From Day, their ordinances ſtabliſh'd ſure. 
Moving the Waters ſaw Thee Oer their Face, 
bal O Gop, 
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710 O Gop, the Waters ſaw Thee, and affraid, 

Into their channels ſunk, (capacious bed 

Of liquid Element!) and own'd their bounds 
Impaſſable, as that eternal gulph 
'Twixt Bliſs and Woe,.-The. Prince of Peace a | 
715 Largely imbib'd, when, Dovelike, o'er his Head, 

Faſt by the banks of Jordan's ſacred ſtream, 

Thy mantling wings diffus d their an hues; 

And Abba 'glorify'd his Only Son, 

Well-pleaſed.---From thy Tongues of * Fire 
720 Kindled, the nations burn'd in flaming zeal, 


And une xtinguiſh'd charity, difpers'd ': | | 
And glowing as the Summer blaze at nobm. 
The ruthing winds, on all their wings-convey'd 
Thy Doctrine, ſtrong to ſhake the guilty ſoul.3 
725 As, erſt, the Dome, tow«ftobping to its haſe 
— 40 Before 
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Before thy mighty Preſence learn d to bend. 
Thou, from the Morning-womb, upon our Souls, 
Barren and dry, thy Sanctifying Dews, ' 
Abroad, in ſilent ſoftneſs ſheds : the Dews 
730-Of Love unſpotted, uncorrupted Joy; 
"has Obechent Goodneſs, Temperance ſubdu'd ; 
. Unſhaken: Faith, and Meekneſs without Guile. 
Hence flow the Odours out, our Pray'rs perfume, 
Like Incenſe, riſing fragrant on the Throne 
5135 From golden vials-pour'd, by Elder hangs ! 
Extinct thy influential radiance, Sin, 
Incumbent on the Soul, as black as Hell, 
Holds godleſs anarchy: by Thee refin'd, 
Incens: d, ſublim'd, and ſanctify d, the Soul 
740 Invites the Holieſt (O abyſs of Love!) 
To chuſe a Temple, purer than the Sun, 


22010 8 Incor- 
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Incorruptible, formed not by hands, 

Where beſt He loves to dwell.--Thou all my bed, 

Moſt holy Comforter ! in Sickneſs ſmooth'd, 
745 And violet-buds, and roſes, without thorn, 

Showr'd round the couch. From darkneſs and the 

Of ſhadowy Death, to paſtures fair, and ſtreams 

Of comfort, thy refreſhing right-hand led 

My wearied ſoul, and bath'd in Health and Joy ! 


750 To Light reſtor'd, & theſweet breath of Heav'n, 
Beneath thy olive-boughs, in plenteous flow, 
The golden oil effuſing on my head 
Of Gladneſs, let me ever fit and fing 
Gratefully burſting into melody : 

755 Thyſelf inſtilling numbers, by thy ear 
Not unapprov'd! For Wiſdom's ſteady ray, 

X Th 
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Th' enlightning gift of tongues, the ſacred fires 
Of Poeſy are Thine; United Three! 
Father of Heav'n and Earth ! Ccæval Son ! 
760 And co-exiſting Spirit! TRINAL-ONE ! 


* i 
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NOTES 


NOTES and ALLUSIONS to Book III. 


Ve. z. Renewing Holben's dance. 


Death's dance in the Town-hall at Bafil is one of the moſt remarkable of the 
paintings of the famous Hans Holben. I fancy he took the hint from a wooden 
cut in a curious old volume in large folio called Cronicon Cronicorum, printed in 


1493, five years before Holben was born. Mr. Prior alludes to this picture in 
a fine imitation of Horace : 


Imperious Death directs his ebon lines,” 
Peoples great Henry's tombs, and leads up Holben's dance. 
See his Poems, fol. 178. 


Ver. 56, e fons of Light. 


Light is the firſt-born of all creatures; and it is commonly obſerved that the 
Angels were created at the ſame period of time. St. Auſtin thinks them meant 
under FAT Lux, Let there be Light: De Civitate Dei, J. xi. c. 9. This 
indeed is only conjectur al and we . no article of the Apoſtles Creed which 
directs upon any conſiderations of Angels; becauſe perhaps it exceeds the facul- 
ties of Men to underſtand their nature, and it may not conduce much to our 
practical edification to know them. vet however this obſervation. may ſetve 
to illuſtrate that beautiful paſſage in the book of Job: When be . ars 
Jang tegether, and all the fens 97 'Ged ſhouted for jcy. | 


Ver. 187. —Ts priſtine White relume. 


White has been accounted in all ages the reculiar tincture of Innccence, and 

White veſtments worn by perſons delegated for ſacred offices, &c. When 

our Saviour was transſigured before his di. N his raiment became ſhining, 

exceeding white as ſnow, Mark, chap. ix. When he aſcended into heaven, 

the Angels deſcended in white. 6 7 Acts! 1. 10. And to the ſpouſe f the 

Leni was granted that ſhe ſhou'd be array'd in fine lien, clean and white, * 
X 2 
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is the eee of the ſaints, Rev. xix. ver. 8, 14. Hence the cuſtom of the 
primitive Church of cloathing the perſons ba tized in white garments. 
Inde parens ſacro ducens de fonte 3 
LE 2 antes, niveo corpore, mente, habitu. 
Paulinus, Epiſt. xii. 
The Heathens paid likewiſe a great regard to White : 


1 


|! | -» 1, - Color, albus præcipuè Deo charus eſt. Cicero de Leg. lib. ii. 
Ante aras ſtat veſte ſacerdos 
Effulgens nivea. Silius Tal. I. iii. 
Delius hic longe candenti veſte ſacerdos | 


2 Valerius Flace. I. i. 


And not only the Prieſts, but likewiſe thoſe who attended at the ſacrifices 
and paid their devotions to their Gods: 
Cernite fulgentes ut eat ſacer agnus ad aras, 


Tinctaque Poſt olea candida turba comas. Tibull. 1. i. Eleg. 1. 
And Ovid: 


| Linguis candida turba favet. Faſt J. ii. 
I ſhall only add one paſſage more, from Plautus-: 


Ergo æquius vos erat 
Candidatas venire, hoſtiatasque ad hoc 
Fanym. Rudenſ. act. i. ic. 5. 


Ver. 2 raab my breaſt and bead, 
- ia <4 Three drops, &c 


Kgeia here performs her office in the very manner ſhe was order'd by Mercy. 

| 1 have, after the manner of Homer, uſed the fame expreſſions over again, as 

- when ſhe received the mandate. The Father of Poetry conſtantly makes his 
envoys obſerve this practice, as a mark of decency and reſpect. 


Ver. 275. Than Amalthea's, &c. 


8 4 daughter of Meliſſus King of Crete, and nurſe of Jupiter, * 
ſed him with goats- milk and honey. But this ſtory i is differently related, See 

* Btrabo. I. x. Diodor. Sicul. I. iv. c. 5. and Ovid. Faſt. l. v. It is very remark- 
able that the tranſlation of the Septuagint uſes the expreſſion Amalthea's horn, 
for the name of Job's third daughter Keren-happuc (fo called from her beauty) 
alluding to a Grecian fable exiſting long after ; Fob ch. the laſt, ver. 14. The 
ume tranſlation likewiſe mentions Ar acbne in the ninth Pſalm, and ninth verſe, 


which 


— 
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which image is left out in all our late verſions. A Chriſtian Poet therefore may 
ſurely be excuſed for uſing the word Ambroſia, &c. or drawing metaphors or 
compariſons from the Pagan Mythology in a ſerious compoſition; which is the 
practice of Milton and ſome of the beſt Poets. The fault only is, when the 
Poet weaves the Heathen Fables with the Jewiſh and Chriſtian Truths. As 
when Sannazarius introduces the Furies, Cerberus, &c. into his Poem (which 
is otherwiſe a very fine one) De Partu Virginis. And likewiſe when Camoens 


blends the Adventures of Bacchus with the Miracles of Chriſt, &c. in his Lufiad. 
But this by the by. 


Ver. 449. Along thy borders, Scheld——— 


This was written at the time of the ſiege of Taurnay; where the Duke of 
Cumberland acquir'd ſo much honour, eſteem, and love by his n 
courage, conduct and humanity. 


Ver. 53 5. — Plato could meditate. 


Far be it from me to ſpeak with diſreſpect of this Pagan Philoſopher. For 

my part, I could almoſt declare my admiration of Plato's beautiful deſcriptions, 
&c. in the words of B. Johnfon'on Shakeſpear : To juſtify (ſays he) my own 
t candour, I honour his memory (on this fide idolatry) as much as any.“ 
his D:ſcovertes, Vol. II. fol. of his works. 

I only here wou'd obſerve how falfly, not to ſay impiouſly, ſome modern 
writers ſeem to take pains to recommend Plato's Ideal Morality in oppoſition to 
the glorious Doctrines ſo fully reveal'd in the Holy Scriptures. 


Ver. 5561. Philbdemus. 


Alluding to Q. Secranuss admirable Satires; who introduces much ſuch ano» 
ther character under this name. The true author. as we are inform'd by Monſ. 
Blainville in his curious travels, is Monſ. Sergardi, one of the fineſt 150 72 
liteſt gentlemen of Rome; by Philodemus, he means one Gravina, an athe- 
iſtical pretender to Philoſo *h the Greck Language, Lucretius, &c. He thus 
makes him boaſt of hi as if he drew the principles of his ſyſtem from 


Socrates. 


Nos etenim (puto;j jam noſti) docti ſumus, & * : 
Socratics cœpi tractandos molliter arts | 
Sordibus emergunt vulgi, totaque provantur 

Urbe. 


See Q. Seffan Satyr. 470, vol. I. Sat. 1. lib. i. v. 108, Cc. 


Ver. 


. „ 


ad an | NoTEs pn ALLUSIONS. 


e een, 


hie hymn to the ever-blefſed and glorious Trinity is divided into three 
parte, — — characteriſtic of each Perſon, 1/½, To God the Father, 
3 Creator and er; 2dly, To God the Son, as Mediator and Redeemer ; 
34), To God the mera Gholt, as Sanctifyer and Comforter. 


| * 90474 1 of the Avent. | 
The Heathens — give the 1 of Soul or Spirit to God, 
: Thus Virgil: 


 Cexlum & terram — BR, 
LCucentemque globum lone, Titaniaque' wa 
© Spiritus intus agit. | _ 0 
That l. he means God by Spirit, appears from 7 place. 
Deum ire per omnes 
| Terraſque tractuſque maris N Profundum. 


5 -— And, King opinion is very remarkable; in 
1 8 Ococ egi Tveuus u d ch is 7 7 
— B. vii. c. 3. er Erie inte Lt of ow. 


. 


V. 


— 


Ver. 709. Moving the waters ſaw thee ver their Face, &c. 
n 2 tells us that it was Thales's opinion that God was the Fort which 
create all things from the water. Thales aquam dixit offe initium rerum, 
Deum autem eſe Mentem Ne er n. cuncta fingeret. De Nat. Deor. 1 1. 


* Ver. 7 26. ——Befere thy mighty preſence, &c. 
EY very. Heathens imagin 'd a commotion in nature at the preene 0 of the 
city. 
N Vibratus ab æthere fulgor 
. Cum ſonitu venit, ruere omnia 5 te, I SSDL92 91G | 
NT WM Fd % 10d Miele, m.. 
Ard in + ahother place, nde TN 
Vix ea fatus eram, tremere omnia viſa repente 
Liminaque lauruſque Dei, totuſque moveri 


= 
89 ,% - 
- 


Mons circum. | Eneis, lib. z. 
Ss likewiſe. Statins: | . | | 
Mirabar cur templa mal. tremuere 3 Tbeb. lib. 4 


e 
2 


And 


* 
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And Seneca : D 
— —Jmo mugit è fundo ſolum, . 
Tonat dies ſerenus, ac totis domus 2 
Ut fraQta tectis crepuit. Thyeftes, Act II. 


Ver. 727. Thou from the morning-womb, &c. 


Pſalm cx. 3. This is a noble metaphor to expreſs the beauties and graces 
of the Holy Spirit. So that from the womb of the morning in the Pſalmiſt, 
ſignifies this : From the heavenly light of the goſpel, which is the wing or 
beam whereby the Sun of Righteouſneſs revealeth himſelf, and breaketh out 
upon the world, the people ſhall adorn themſelves from the firſt forming of 
Chriſt in them, with the dews of grace, and the gifts and emanations of the 
Holy Ghoſt : which are love, joy, peace, long-ſuffering, gentleneſs, goodneſs, 
faith, meekneſs, temperance. Gel. v, 22, Sc. When the ſpirit of Chriſt blow- 
eth thus upon us, and the dews of grace are poured into our hearts, then the 


ſpices flow out, which ariſe from the holy duties and ſpiritual infuſions, men- 
tion'd above. 


Ver. 735. From Elder-hands. 


Rev. v. 8. The four and twenty Elders fell down before the lamb, having 
every one of them harps and golden vials full of odours, which are the prayers 
of the ſaints; that is, the prayers of good men are as grateful to God as 


incenſe from the tabernacle. So David, Pſ. xiv, 2. Let my prayer be directed 
to thee as incenſe, | 


Ver. - 51. Beneath thy olive-branch, &c. 


Alluding to the two olive-branches in Zecharia ; ch. iv. ver. 11 and 12, 
which empty the golden oil out of themſelves. Amongſt other expoſitions of 
which words, Junius and Tarnovius _— them, to mean the various gifts 
and effuſions of the Holy Spirit, which are, by Chriſt, deriv'd upon "the 
Church, For Chriſt is called the Meſſiah, on account of his being anointed. 
with the ci! of gladneſs ; Pſ. xlv, 8. And St. Jobn ſpeaketh thus of the He 
Ghoſt: Ye have an Unction from the Holy one; 1 John ii. 20. The anointing 
which ye received from him, abideth in you; John, c. it. v. 27. 
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